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EDITOR’S NOIB 


S. S. Van Dine— the newest and greatest mystery 
writer in the world—has adopted, as it were, a formula 
for the titles of several of his novels. This murder 
mystery is the third of the sequence to be published in 
the Readers Library. Together they form a series in 
which certain characters reappear. They are told by 
the same man—Van Dine himself. There is Markham 
oJthe District Attorney’s office, which acts, he says, as 
a kind of clearing house for people's troubles; and last, 
but not least, there is Philo Vance, the clever amateur 
detective. 

In this instance, the participation of Philo Vance 
is brought about by pure coincidence, whereas in " The 
Canary Murder Case” his activities were due to his 
own expressed desire to lend a hand, and in “The 
Benson Murder Case” it was the result of a direct 
challenge from Markham. 

By mere accident, Philo Vance happened to be wfth 
Markham when he was expecting a visit from Chester 
Greene. This leads Markham to give a rough outline 
of the case concerning which Greene is coming to see 
him. Vance thinks that it offers several nice points of 
academic speculation, so he asks to be allowed to in¬ 
dulge his idle whims* 

The members of the Greene lamiiy, comprising 
Mrs. Greene, a widow, Sibella, a daughter, Chester and 
Rex, two sons, and Ada, an adopted daughter, all 



v EDITOR’S NOTE 


benefit under thfe will of old Tobias Greene, the father, 
who died about twelve years before the story opens. 
In the event of one of the family dying their share is 
again divided amongst the survivors. 

In the first ffw pages we find that Julia, the eldest 
daughter, Las bedn shot, presumably by a burglar who 
is after the family plate, and Ada has also been shot 
but has a chance of recovery. 

Tliis Van Dine book differs greatly from its pre¬ 
decessors for the tragedies continue after the in¬ 
vestigations have beguji. The story grips you at the 
opening pages and becomes more and more baffling 
as it proceeds. It is almost impossible to solve the 
problem before the final exposure of the culprit. 

The name S. S. Van Dine is, as we have already salfd 
in our Editorials to his previous books, a nom-de- 
plume. His enormous success as a detective mystery 
writer in the United States as well as here has made 
him one of the most discussed novelists of the day. 
He has acquired such a complete technical knowledge 
of criminology and the ways of detectives in their 
elucidation of mysterious murders that his books read 
far more like true accounts of real crimes than works 
of fiction. — 

This story has been turned into a wonderfully 
dramatic picture by Paramount. It is one of the 
very best of its type that has ever been produced and 
the acting is excellent all round. 

William Powell and Jean Arthur are stars not only 
in name but in fac£. They both really shine in their 
respective parts find, in fact, th<? whole cast forms a 
brilliant constellation. 


The Editor. 
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The Greene Murder: Case 


Chapter I 


A Double Tragedy 


(Tuesday, November gth ; 10 ct.m.) 


It has long been a source of winder to me why the leading 
criminological writers—men like F.dmund Lester Pearson, 
H.* B. Irving, Filson Young, Canon Brookes, William 
Bolitho, and Harold Eaton—have not devoted more 
•space to the Greene tragedy; for here. Surely, is one of 
the outstanding murder mysteries of modern times—a 
case practically unique in the annals of latter-day crime. 
And yet I realize, as I read over my own voluminous 
notes on the case, and inspect the various documents 
relating to*it, how little of its inner history ever came to 
light, and how impossible it would be for even the most 
imaginative chronicler to fill in the hiatuses. 

The world, of course, knows the external facts. For 
over a month the Press of two continents was filled with 
accounts of this appalling tragedy; and even the bare 


outline was sufficient to gratify the public’s craving for 
the abnormal and the spectacular. But the inside story 
of the catastrophe surpassed even the wildest flights of 
public fancy; and, as I now sit down to divulge those 
facts tor the first time, I am oppressed with a feeling akin 
to unreality, although I was a witness to most of them 
and hold in my possession the incontestable records of 
their actuality; 

Of the fiendish ingenuity which jay behind this terrible 
crime, of the warped psychological motives that inspired 
it, and of the strange hidden sources of its technique, the 
world is completely ignorant. Moreover, no explanation 
has ever been given of the analytic steps that led to its 
solution. Nor have the events attending the mechanism 
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of that solution—events in themselves highly dramatic 
and unusual—ever been recounted. The public believes 
that the termination of the case was a result of the usual 
police methods of investigation; but this is because the 
public is unaware of many of the vital factors of the 
crime itself, and because both the Police Department 
and the District'Attorney’s office havq, as if by tacit 
agreement, Afused to make known the entire truth— 
whether for fear of being disbelieved or merely because 
there are certain things so terrible that no man wishes to 
talk of them, I do cot know. 

The record, therefore, which I am about to set down 
is the first complete and unedited history of the Greene 
holocaust.* I feel that n?w the truth should be known, 
for it is history, and one should not shrink from historical 
facts. Also, 1 believe that the credit for the solution of 
this case should go where it belongs. 

The man who elucidated the mystery and brought tq, 
a close that palimpsest of horror was, curiously enough, 
in no way officially connected with the police; and in 
all the published accounts of the murder his name was 
not once mentioned. And yet, had it not been for him 
and his novel methods of criminal deduction, Vhc heinous 
plot against the Greene family would have been con¬ 
clusively successful. The police in their researches were 
dealing dogmatically with the evidential appearances of 
the crime, whereas the operations of the criminal were 
being conducted on a plane quite beyond the compre¬ 
hension of the ordinary investigator. 

This man who, after weeks of sedulous and dishearten¬ 
ing analysis, eventually ferreted out the source of the 
horror, was a young social aristocrat, an intimate friend 
of John F.-X. Markham, the District Attorney. His 
name I am not at liberty to divulge, but for the purposes 
of these chronicles I have chosen to call him Philo Vance. 
He is no longer in this country, having transferred his 
residence several years ago to a villa outside Florence; 
and, since he has no mtention of resuming to America, 
he has acceded to my request to publish the history of 
the criminal cases in which he participated as a sort of 

* It Is, I hope, unnecessary for me to state that I have received official per¬ 
mission for my task. <. 
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amicus curia. Markham also has retired to private life;, 
and Sergeant Ernest Heath, that doughty and honest* 
officer of the Homicide Bureau who officially handled 
the Greene case for the Police Department, has, through 
an unexpected legacy, been able to gratify his life's 
ambition to breed fancy Wyandottes on a model farm in 
the Mohawk Valley. Thus circumst£pnces # have made it 
possible for me to publish my intimate records of the. 
Greene tragedy. 

A few words are necessary to explain my own participa¬ 
tion in the case. (I say '‘participation,’' though, in 
reality.my role was that of passive spectator.) For several 
years I had been Vance’s personal attorney. I had 
resigned from my father's law firm—Van Dine, Davis & 
Van Dine—in order to devote myself exclusively to 
Vance’s legal and financial needs, which, by the way, 
were not many. Vance and I had been friends from our 
•undergraduate days at Harvard, and I found in my 
new duties as his legal agent and monetary steward a 
sinecure combined with many social and cultural com¬ 
pensations. 

Vance at that time was thirty-four years old. He was 
just under six feet, slender, sinewy, and graceful. His 
chiselled regular features gave his face the attraction of 
strength and uniform modelling, but a sardonic coldness 
of expression precluded the designation of handsome. 
He had aloof grey eyes, a straight, slender nose, and a 
mouth suggesting both cruelty and ascetism. But 
despite the severity of his lineaments—which acted like 
an impenetrable glass wall between liim and his fellows— 
he was highly sensitive and mobile; and, though his 
manner was somewhat detached and supercilious, he 
exerted an undeniable fascination over those who knew 
him at all well. 

Much of his education had been acquired in Europe, 
and he still retained a slight Oxonian accent and intona¬ 
tion, though I happen to be ayare that this was no 
affectation: he cared too little for the opintens of others 
to trouble about maintaining any pose. He was an 
indefatigable student. His mind was eager for 
knowledge, and he devoted much of his time to the 
study of ethnology and psychology. His greatest in- 
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< teltectual enthusiasm was art, and he fortunately had an 
income sufficient to indulge his passion for collecting. It 
was, however, his interest in psychology and his applica¬ 
tion of it to individual behaviourism that first turned 
his attention to the criminal problems which came under 
Markham's jurisdiction. 

The first case in which he participated was, as I have 
recorded elsewhere, the murder of Alvin Benson.* The 
second was the seemingly insoluble strangling of the 
famous Broadway beauty, Margaret Odell, f And in the 
late fall of the same year came the Greene tragedy. As 
in the two former cases, I kept a complete record of this 
new investigation. I possessed myself of every available 
document, making verbatim copies of those claimed for 
the police archives, and even jotted down the numerous 
conversations that took place in and out of conference 
between Vance and the official investigators. And, in 
addition, I kept a diary which, for elaborateness and* 
completeness, would have been the despair of Samuel 
Pepys. 

The Greene murder case occurred towards the end of 
Markham’s first year in office. As you may remember, 
the winter came very early that season. There were two 
severe blizzards in November, and the amount of snow¬ 
fall for that month broke all local records for eighteen 
years. I mention this fact of the early snows because it 
played a sinister part in the Greene affair: it was, indeed, 
one of the vital factors of the murderer's scheme. No 
one has yet understood, or even sensed, the connection 
between the unseasonable weather of that late fall and 
the fatal tragedy that fell upon the Greene household; 
but that is because all of the dark secrets of the case were 
not made known. 

Vance was projected into the Benson murder as the 
result of a direct challenge from Markham; and his 
activities in the Canary case were due to his own ex¬ 
pressed desire to lend ^ hand. But pure coincidence was 
responsible for his participation in tho Greene investiga¬ 
tion. During the two months that had elapsed since his 
solution of the Canary's death Markham had called upon 

• "Tbe Benton Mnrdn CMe.” ’ 

t "Tko 'Ciliary' Murder Cate.” 
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him several times regarding moot points ot criminal 
detection in connection with the routine work of the 
District Attorney's office; and it was during an informal 
discussion of one of these problems that the Greene case 
was first mentioned. 

Markham and Vance had long been friends. Though 
dissimilar in tastes and even in etfcidtl outlook, they 
nevertheless respected each other profoundly. I have 
often marvelled at the friendship of these two antipodal 
men; but as the years went by I came more and more 
to understand it. It was as if they were drawn together 
by those very, qualities which each realized—perhaps 
with a certain repressed regret—were lacking in his own 
nature. Markham was forthright, brusque, and, on 
occasion, domineering, taking life with grim and serious 
concern, and following the dictates of his legal conscience 
in the face of every obstacle: honest, incorruptible, and 
iftitiring. Vance, on the other hand, was volatile, 
debonair, and possessed of a perpetual Juvenalian 
cynicism, smiling ironically at the bitterest realities, and 
consistently fulfilling the rdle of a whimsically dis¬ 
interested spectator of life. But, withal, he understood 
people as profoundly as he understood art, and his 
dissection of motives and his shrewd readings of character 
were—as I had many occasions to witness—uncannily 
accurate. Markham apprehended these qualities in 
Vance, and sensed their true value. 

It was not yet ten o’clock of the morning of November 
the 9th when Vance and I, after motoring to the old 
Criminal Courts building on the comer of Franklin and 
Centre Streets, went directly to the District Attorney's 
office on the fourth floor. On that momentous forenoon 
two gangsters, each accusing the other of firing the fatal 
shot in a recent pay-roll hold-up, were to be cross- 
examined by Markham, and this interview was to decide 
the question as to which of the men would be charged 
with murder and which held as a State’s witness. Mark¬ 
ham and Vance haat discussed the situation the night 
before in the lounge-room of the Stuyvesant Club, and 
Vance had expressed a desire to be present at the ex¬ 
amination. Markham had readily assented, and so we 
had risen early and driven down-town. 
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The interview with the two men lasted for an hour, 
and Vaftce's disconcerting opinion was that neither was 
guilty of the actual shooting. 

“ Y’know, Markham," he drawled, when the sheriff 
had returned the prisoners to the Tombs, "those two 
Jack Sheppards are quite sincere: each one thinks he’s 
telling the tjjuth * Ergo, neither of ’em fired the shot. A 
distressin! predicament. They’re obvious gallows-birds— 
bom for the gibbet; and it’s a beastly shame not to be 
able to round out their destinies in proper fashion. . . . 
I say, wasn’t there another participant in the hold-up? ’’ 

Markham nodded. “A third got away# According to 
these two, it was a well-known gangster named Eddie 
Malcppo.” 

"Then Eduardo is your man.” 

Markham did not reply, and Vance rose lazily and 
reached for his ulster. 

"By the by,” he said, slipping into his coat, "I nott> 
that our upliftin’ Press bedecked its front pages this 
morning with headlines about a pogrom at the old 
Greene mansion last night. Wherefore ? ” 

Markham glanced quickly at the clock on the wall, and 
frowned. 

" That reminds me. Chester Greene called up the first 
thing this morning and insisted on seeing me. I told him 
eleven o'clock.” 

"Where do you fit in?” Vance had taken his hand 
from the door-knob, and drew out his cigarette-case. 

"I don’t!” snapped Markham. "But people think 
the District Attorney’s office is a kind of clearing-hou-e 
for all their troubles. It happens, however, that I've 
known Chester Greene a long time—we’re both members 
of the Marylebone Golf Club—and so I must listen to his 
plaint about what was obviously an attempt to annex 
the famous Greene plate.” 

"Burglary—eh, what?” Vance took a few puffs on 
his cigarette. "With two women shot? ” 

"Oh, it was a miserable business! An amateur, no 
doubt. Got in a panic, shot up the place, and bolted.” 

* This was subsequently proved correct. Nearly a year later Malcppo was 
arrested in Detroit, extradited to New York, and convicted of the murder. 
His two companions had already been successfully prosecuted lor robbery. 
They are now serving long terms in Sing Sing. 
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"Seems a dashed carious proceeding," Vance ab¬ 
stractedly reseated himself in a large arm-chair near the 
door. "Did the antique cutlery actually disappear?" 

" Nothing was taken. The thief was evidently fright¬ 
ened off before he made his haul." 

" Sounds a bit thick, don’t y’ know. An amateur thief 
breaks into a prominent home, castg a^rcdat’ry eye on 
the dining-room silver, takes alarm, goes hpstairs and 
shoots two women in their respective boudoirs, and then 
flees. . . . Very touchin' and all that, but unconvincin’. 
Whence came this caressin* theory ?" 

Markham wjis glowering, but when he spoke it was 
with an effort at restraint. 

"Feathergill was on duty Jast night when the call 
was relayed from Headquarters, and accompanied the 
police to the house. He agrees with their conclusions.* 

‘‘Nevertheless, I could bear to know why Chester 
ftreene is desirous of having polite converse with you.” 

Markham compressed his lips. He was not in cordial 
mood that morning, and Vance's flippant curiosity irked 
him. After a moment, however, he said grudgingly: 

“ Since the attempted robbery interests you so keenly, 
you may, if you insist, wail and hear what Greene has to 
say." 

“I’ll stay," smiled Vance, removing his coat. "I'm 
weak; just can't resist a passionate entreaty. . . . Which 
one of the Greene's is Chester? And how is lie related to 
the two deceased ? ’’ 

“There was only one murder,” Markham corrected him 
iw a tone of forbearance. “ The oldest daughter—an un¬ 
married woman in her early forties—was killed instantly. 
A younger daughter, who was also shot, has, 1 believe, a 
chance of recovery.” 

“And Chester?” 

“Chester is the elder son, a man of forty or there¬ 
abouts. He was the first person on the scene after the 
shot had be^n fired.” 

“What other members of the fajnily arc there? I 
know old Tobias Greene has gone to his Maker.” 

“ Yes, old Tobias died about twelve years ago. But hia 

• Amos Feathergill was then an Assistant District Attorney, He later ran 
ira the Tammany ticket for assemblyman, and was dccUd. 
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wife is still living„though she’s a helpless paralytic. Then 
there are—or rather were—five children: the oldest, 
Julia; next, Chester; then another daughter, Sibella, a 
few years under thirty, I should say; then Rex, a sickly, 
bookish boy a year or so younger than Sibella; and Ada, 
the youngest—an adopted daughter twenty-two or three. 

"And it Was JulTa who was killed, eh? Which of the 
other two girls was shot ? ” 

“ The younger—Ada Her room, it seems, is arross the 
hall from Julia’s, and the thief apparently got in it by 
mistake while making lus escape. As I understand it, he 
entered Ada’s room immediately after firing on J ulia, saw 
his error, fired again, and then fled, eventually going 
down the stairs and out the mam entrance.” 

Vance smoked a while m silence. 

"Your hypothetical intruder must have been deuced 
confused to have mistaken Ada’s bedroom door for the 
staircase, what? And then there's the query: what was 
this anonymous gentleman, who luid called to collect the 
plate, doing above-stairs ? " 

"I*robably looking lor jewellery.” Markham was 
rapidly losing patience. "/am not omniscient.” There 
was irony in his inflection. 

"Now, now, Markham!” pleaded Vance cajolingly. 
"Don’t be vindictive. Your Gieenc burglary promises 
several nice points in academic speculation. Permit mo 
to indulge my idle whims.” 

At that moment Swacker, Markham’s youthful and 
alert secretary, appeared at the swinging door wh'^h 
communicated with a narrow chandler between the mam 
waiting-room and the District Attorney’s private office 

"Mr. Chester Greene is here,” be announced. 


Chapter II The Investigation Opens 

’. ( Tuesday , November gth ; ix a.m.) 

When Chester Greene entered it was obvious he was 
under a nervous strain; but his nervousness evoked no 
sympathy in me. From the very first I disliked the man. 
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He was of medium height and was* bordering bn cor¬ 
pulence. There was something soft and flabby in his , 
contours; and, though he was dressed with studied care, 
there were certain signs of over-emphasis about his 
clothes. His cuffs were too tight; his collar was too snug; 
and the coloured silk handkerchief himg too far out of 
his breast-pocket. He was slight! >» bald, apd the lids of 
his close-set eyes projected like those of a man with* 
Bright’s disease. His mouth, surmounted by a close- 
cropped blond moustache, was loose; and his chon receded 
slightly and was deeply creased below the under lip. He 
typified the pampered idler. 

When he had shaken hands with Markham, and Vance 
and I had been introduced, ho«eatcd himself and meticu¬ 
lously inserted a brown Russian cigarette in a long 
amber-and-gold hold?-* 

"I'd be tremendoiftfy obliged, Markham,” he said, 
lighting his cigarette from an ivory pocket-lighter, "if 
you’d make a personal investigation of the row that 
occurred at our diggin’s last night. The police will never 
get anywhere the way they’re going about it. Good 
fellows, yqji understand—the police. But . . . well, 
there’s something about this affair—don’t know just 
how to put it. Anyway, I don’t like it.” 

Markham studied him closely for several moments. 

" Just what’s on your mind, Greene ? ” 

The other crushed out his cigarette, though he had 
taken no more than half a dozen puffs, and drummed 
indecisively on the arm of his chair. 

• “Wish I knew. It’s a rum affair—damned rum. 
There’s something back of it, too—something that's 
going to raise the very devil if we don’t stop it. Can’t 
explain it. It’s a feeling I've got.” 

"Perhaps Mr. Greene is psychic,” commented Vance, 
with a look of bland innocence. 

The man swung about and scrutinized Vance with 
aggressive condescension. “Tostw!” He brought out 
another Russian ciglirette, and turhefi again to Markham: 
“I do wish you’d take a peep at the situation.” 

M a rkh a m hesitated. “Surely you’ve some reason for 
disagreeing with the police and appealing to me.” 

" Funny thing, but I haven't.” (It seemed to me hia 
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. hand shook slightly as he lit his second cigarette.) M I 
simply know that my mind rejects the burglar story 
automatically 

It was difficult to tell if he were being frank or deliber¬ 
ately hiding something; I did feel, however, that some 
sort of fear lurke^ beneath his uneasiness; and I also got 
the impression that he was far from being heart-broken 
over the tragedy. 

"It seems to me,” declared Markham, "that the 
theory of the burglar is entirely consistent with the facts. 
There have been many other cases of a housebreaker 
suddenly taking alarm, losing his head, and needlessly 
shooting people.” 

Greene rose abruptly and began pacing up and down. 

"I can't argue the case,” he muttered. "It’s beyond 
all that, if you understand me." 1. He looked quickly at 
the District Attorney with startus^yes. " Gad! It’s got 
me in a cold sweat.” * 

“ It’s all too vague and intangible," Markham observed 
kindly. "I’m inclined to think the tragedy has upset 
you. Perhaps after a day or two-” 

Greene lifted a protesting hand. 

" It’s no go. I’m telling you, Markham, the police will 
never find their burglar. I feel it—here.” He mincingly 
laid a manicured hand on his breast. 

Vance bad been watching him with a faint suggestion 
of amusement. Now he stretched his legs before him and 
gazed up at the ceiling. 

"I say, Mr. Greene—pardon the intrusion on your 
esoteric gropings—but do you know of anyone with 
reason for wanting your two sisters out of the way ? ” 

The man looked blank for a moment. 

"No,” he answered finally; "can’t say that I do. 
Who, in Heaven’s name, would want to kill two harmless 
women ? ” 

" I haven't the groggiest notion. But, since you repudi¬ 
ate the burglar theory, and since the two ladies were 
undoubtedly shot, it^ inferable that semeone sought their 
demise; and it occurred to me that you, being their 
brother and domiciled en famille, might know of someone 
Who harboured homicidal sentiments towards them.” 

Greene bristled, and thrust his head forward. "I know 
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of no one," he blurted. Then, taming to Markham, he 
continued wheedlingly: "If I had the slightest suspicion, 
don't you think I'd come out with it ? This thing has got 
on my nerves. . I've been mulling over it all night, and 
it's—it’s bothersome, frightfully bothersome." 

Markham nodded non-committally, and rising, walked 
to the window, where he stood, hjf h&nds behind him, 
gazing down on the grey stone masonry of the Tombs. 

Vance, despite his apparent apathy, had been studying 
Greene closely; and, as Markham turned to the window, 
he straightened up slightly in his chair. 

"Tell me," be began, an ingratiating note in his voice, 
"just what happened last night? I understand you were 
the first to reach the prostratj women.” 

"I was the first to reach my sister Julia," retorted 
Greene, with a hint of resentment. "It was Sproot, the 
butler, who found Ada unconscious, bleeding from a 
%iasty wound in her back." 

"Her back, eh?" Vance leaned forward, and lifted his 
eyebrows. " She was shot from behind, then ? ” 

" Yes." Greene frowned and inspected his finger-nails, 
as if lie, too, sensed something disturbing in the fact. 

"And Mfcs Julia Greene: was she, too, shot from 
behind ?" 

“No—from the front." 

"Extr’ordin’ry!" Vance blew a ring of smoke towards 
the dusty chandelier. “And had both women retired for 
the night?" 

"An hour before. , , . But what has all that got to do 
with it>” 

"One never knows, does one? However, it’s always 
well to be in possession of these little details when trying 
to run down the elusive source of a psychic seizure." 

"Psychic seizure be damned!" growled Greene trucu¬ 
lently. "Can’t a man have a feeling about something 
without-" 

“Quite—quite. But you’ve asked for the District 
Attorney's assistant, and I'm sus& he would like a few 
data before making a decision." 

Markham came forward and sat down on the edge of 
the table. His curiosity had been aroused, and he indi¬ 
cated to Greene his sympathy with Vance's interrogation. 
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Greene pursed Jus lips, and returned bis cigarette- 
holder to his pocket. 

"Oh, very well. What else do you want to know?" 

"You might relate for us,” dulcetly resumed Vance, 
" the exact order of events after you heard the first shot. 
I presume you did hear the shot.” 

"Certainly I MfearjJ it—couldn’t have helped hearing 
it. Julia's rdom is next to mine, and I was still awake. 
I jumped into my slippers and pulled on my dressing- 
gown; then I went out into the hall. It was dark, and 
I felt my way along the wall until I reached Julia’s door. 
I opened it and looked in—didn’t know # who might be 
there waiting to pop me—and 1 saw her lying in bed, the 
front of her night-gown covered with blood. There was 
no one else in the room, a&d I went to her immediately. 
Just then I heard another shot which sounded as if it 
came from Ada’s room. I was a bit muzzy by this time 
—didn’t know what I’d better do; and as I stood by» 
Julia's bed in something of a funk—oh, I was'in a funk 
all right . . 

"Can’t say that I blame you,” Vance encouraged him. 

Greene nodded. "A damned ticklish position to be in. 
Well, anyway, as I stood there, I heard someone coming 
down the stairs from the servants’ quarters on the third 
floor, and recognized old Sproot’s tread. He fumbled 
along in the dark, and I heard him enter Ada’s door. 
Then he called to me, and I hurried over. Ada was lying 
in front of the dressing-table; and Sproot and I lifted 
her on the bed. I’d gone a bit weak in the knees; was 
expecting any minute to hear another shot—don’t knojy 
why. Anyway, it didn’t come; and then I heard Sproot’s 
voice at the hall telephone calling up Doctor Von Blon.” 

" I see nothing in your account, Greene, inconsistent 
with the theory of a burglar,” observed Markham. "And 
furthermore, Feathergill, my assistant, says there were 
two sets of confused footprints in the snow outside the 
front door.” 

Greene shrugged hft shoulders, bqf did not answer. 

"By the by, Mr. Greene”—Vance had slipped down 
in his chair and was staring into space—"you said that 
when you looked into Miss Julia’s room you saw her in 
bed. How was that ? Did you turn on the light ? '* 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE 



"Why, no!” The.man appeared puzzled by the 
question. "The light was on." 

There was a flutter of interest in Vance’s eyes. 

"And how about Miss Ada's room ? Was the light on 
there also ? " 

" Yes." 

Vance reached Into his pocket an<L dfhwing out his 
cigarette-case, carefully and deliberately sclectSd a cigar¬ 
ette. I recognized in the action an evidence of repressed 
inner excitement. 

“So the lights were on in both rooms. Most inter¬ 
estin’." 

Markham, too, recognized the eagerness beneath his 
apparent indifference, and regarded him expectantly. 

“And," pursued Vance, after lighting his cigarette 
leisurely, "how long a time would you say elapsed 
between the two shots ?" 

Greene was obviously annoyed by this cross-examina¬ 
tion, but he answered readily: 

"Two or three minutes—certainly no longer." 

"Still," ruminated Vance, "after you heard the first 
shot you rose from your bed, donned slippers and robe, 
went into the hall, felt along the wall to the next room, 
opened the door cautiously, peered inside, and then 
crossed the room to the bed—all this, I gather, before 
the second shot was fired. Is that correct ? " 

" Certainly it’s correct." 

" Well, well! As you say, two or three minutes. Yes, 
at least that. Astonishin' 1" Vance turned to Markham. 


" Redly, y’ know, old man, I don’t wish to influence your 
judgment, but I rather think you ought to accede to Mr. 
Greene’s request to take a hand in this investigation. I 
too have a psychic feeling about the case. Something tells 
me that your eccentric burglar will prove an ignis fatuus." 

Markham eyed him with meditative curiosity. Not 
only had Vance's questioning of Greene interested him 
keenly, but he knew, as a result of long experience, that 
Vance would not hav% made the suggestion had he not 
had a good reason for doing so. I was in no wise sur¬ 
prised, therefore, when he turned to his restive visitor 
and said: 

"Very well, Greene, I’ll see what I can do in the 
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matter. I’ll prabably be at youf houa4“C&fly this after¬ 
noon. Please see that everyone is present, as I'll want 
to question them." 

Greene held out a trembling hand. "The domestic 
roster—family and servants—will be complete when you 
arrive." 

He strode pompously irom the room. 

Vance fighed. " Not a nice creature, Markham—not at 
all a nice creature. 1 shall never be a politician if it in¬ 
volves an acquaintance with such gentlemen." 

Markham seated liimself at his desk with a disgruntled 
air. 

" Greene is highly regarded as a social—not a political 
—decoration," he said maliciously. " He belongs to your 
totem, not mine." 

“Fancy that!" Vance stretched himself luxuriously. 
"Still, it's you who fascinate lmn. Intuition tells xue ho 
is not overload of me." 

"You did treat him a bit cavalierly. Sarcasm is not 
exactly a means of endearment.” 

"But, Markham, old tiling, 1 wasn’t pining for 
Chester’s affection.” 

"You think he knows, or suspects, sonfething?” 

Vance gazed through the long window into the bleak 
sky beyond. 

"I wonder," he murmured. Then: "Is Chester, by 
any chance, a typical representative of the Greene 
family ? Of recent years I’ve clone so little mingling with 
the elite that I’m woefully ignorant of the Bast Side 
nabobs." 

Markham nodded reflectively. 

"I’m afraid he is. The original Greene stock W’as 
sturdy, but the present generation seems to have gone 
somewhat to pot. Old Tobias the Third—Chester’s 
father—was a rugged and, in many ways, admirable 
character. He appears, however, to have been the last 
heir of the ancient Greene qualities. What’s left of the 
family has suffered some sort of disintegration. They’re 
not exactly soft, but tainted with patches of incipient 
decay, like fruit that’s lain on the ground too long. Too 
much money and leisure, I imagine, and too little 
restraint. On the other hand, there’s a certain intellect- 
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utility larking in the new Greenes. Tiyty all seem to 
have good minds, even if futile and misdirected. In 
fact, I think you underestimate Chester. For all his 
banalities and effeminate mannerisms, he's far from 
being as stupid as yon regard him." 

"/regard Chester as stupid 1 My dear Markham—my 
very dear Markham! You wrong me abominably. No, 
no. There’s nothing of the anoint^! ass about our 
Chester. He’s shrewder even than you think him. Those 
cedematous eyelids veil a pair of particularly crafty eyes. 
Indeed, it was largely his studied pose of fatuousness that 
led me to suggest that you aid and abet in the investiga¬ 
tion.’’ 

Markham leaned back and narrowed his eyes. 

"What’s in your mind. Vancef" 

" I told you. A psychic seizure—same like Chester’s 
subliminal visitation.” 

Markham knew, by this elusive answer, that for the 
moment Vance had no intention of being more definite; 
and after a moment of scowling silence he turned to the 
telephone. 

" If I’m to take on this case. I’d better find out who has 
charge of it ant*get what preliminary information I can." 

He called up Inspector Moran, the commanding oflicer 
of the Detective Bureau. After a brief conversation he 
turned to Vance with a smile. 

. “Your friend. Sergeant Heath. h;is the case in hand. 
He happened to be in the oftice just now, and is coming 
here immediately." 

hfcless than fifteen minutes Heath arrived. Despite the 
fact that he had been up most of the night, he appeared 
unusually alert and energetic. His broad, pugnacious 
features were as imperturbable as ever, and his pale-blue 
eyes held tlieir habitual penetrating intentness. Ho 
greeted Markham with an elaborate, though perfunctory, 
handshake; and then, seeing Vance, relaxed his features 
into a good-natured smile. 


• It ni Sergeant Ernest Heath, of the Homicide ffureau, who had beta In 
charge of both the Benson and the Canary cases; and. although he had been 
openly antagonistic to Vance during the first of these investigations, a curious 
good-fellowship bad later grown up between them. Vance admired the 
Sergeant’s dogged and straightforward qualities; and Heath had developed ft 
keen with qertftja morvattoiSj however—to Vance’s ftbilitiea, 
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" Well, if it isn’t Mr. Vance I What have you been up 
to, sir ?" 

Vance rose and shook hands with him. 

“Alas, Sergeant, I’ve been immersed in the terra-cotta 
ornamentation of Renaissance fayades, and other such 
trivialities, since I saw you last.* But I'm happy to note 
that crime is ficlyng up again. It’s a deuced drab world 
without 3 nice murky murder now and then, don't y' 
know." 

Heath cocked an eye, and turned inquiringly to the 
District Attorney, lie had long since learned how to read 
V>etween the lines of Vance's badinage., 

"It’s tlus Greene case, Sergeant," said Markham. 

"1 thought so." He<rih sat down hca\ily, and inserted 
a black cigar between nis lips. "Hut nothing’s broken 
yet. We’re rounding up all the regulars, and looking into 
their alibis for last night. But it’ll take several days 
before the check-up’s complete. If the bird who did^he 
job hadn’t got stared before he grabbed the swag, we 
might be able to trace lum through the pawnshops and 
fences. But something rattled him, or he wouldn't have 
shot up the works the way he did. And that's what makes 
me think he may lx; a new one at the rftckel. If he is, 
it'll make our job harder." He held a match m cupped 
hands to his cigar, and pufled furiously. "Wliat did you 
want to know about the prowl, sir ? ’* 

Markham hesitated, 'i he Sergeant’s matter-of-fact as¬ 
sumption that a common buiglar was the culprit discon¬ 
certed him. 

"Chester Gieene was here,” he explained presently; 
"and he seems convinced that the shooting was not the 
work of a thief. lie asked me, as a special favour, to look 
into the matt ex.” 

Heath gave a derisive grunt. 

" Who but a burglar in a panic would shoot down two 
women ? ” 

“Quite so, Sergeant.” It was Vance who answered. 
"StiUa the lights.ifcere turned on*n both rooms, though 
the women had gone to bed an hour before; and there 

• Vance, after reading proof of this trotrm*. requested me to make mratfoa 
htre of that hr^utiful volume, “Terra Cotta of the Italian ReaaiMancc,” ncoaQv 
published by the National lerra Cotta Society, New York. 
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was an interval of several minutes between the two 
shots " 

1 know all that " Heath spoke impatiently "But if 
an amachoor did the job, wc can t tell exactly what did 
happen upsturs there list night When a bird loses his 
heid- 

Ah there s the rub When a tljicf*loscs his head, 
d ye see he 1 n t ipt to go from 100m to room*tummg on 
the lights t\en issunnng he knows wheu and how to 
turn them on And he t ci tainly isn t going to dally 
around for v \ci il minute m 1 bluk h ill between such 
fantastic opei itipn* espeualh liter he has shot someone 
and al unit el the house wli it It dotsn t 1 >ok like* panic 
to me it looks ti in„cl\ lik eesi n n Moreoeer why 
houl 1 this j reeious am iteui e f \ >ui be 1 noitmg lbout 
the boudons uj>sta is when the loot w the eluung- 
100m below 3 

• We 11 learn ill ilxiut thit when wc ic 1 it our man,’ 
(oiuitered lleitli le»-,t,e<U\ 

I he point is St ini j ui in M irkh im I \ c g1* cn 
Mr Gnene m\ jrmise 1 1 lo >k into the nuttei ind I 
wanted to it wb it titt nls 1 iouI 1 ii >tn v*u \ ou under 
stand of course he wleleel inelliUm Iv tint 1 shall 
not inteifere with \our utilities m in\ w i\ Whatever 
the outcome of the ease youi dip irt mint will receiu 
entue ertdit 

Oh thit s ill n,ht sn 1 \ptnenie had taught 
Heath tint he hid nothin, to ie ir in the way of lost 
/ uefos when wot km, w h M irl lnm But I don t 
tlunk in spite ol M» \ mu s icle is th it a on 11 find much 
in the Gieenc e ise to w 111 ml ittention 

Ikilujsnot Mukhim ulmitted Howcier I’ve 
comnutttd myself mil l think I 11 tun out this aftrrnexm 
and look o\ er the situ ilion, it > ou 11 & i\ e me the lie of tho 
land ' 

‘ Then isn t much to te U ’ He ath chewed ou Ins cigar 
cogitatmgly \ Doetoi ^ on Blon—tho Greene family 
physician—phoned JJtadquirtus <£tfc>ut midnight. I'd 
just got in fiom an up town stu k up c ill and Inopped 
out to the house witli a couple of the l*oys from the 
Bureau I found the two women like you kiow, one dead 
and the other unconscious—both shot. 1 phoned Doc 
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Doremus,* and then looked the place over. Mr. Feather- 
gill came along and lent a hand; but we didn’t find omch 
of anything. The fellow that did the job musta got in by 
the front door sqprc way, for there was a set of footprints 
in the snow coming and going, besides Doctor Von Bk»'8« 
But the Bnow was too flaky to get any good impressions. 
It stopped sno^Hn^along about eleven o’clock last night; 
and there% no doubt that the prints belonged to the 
burglar, for no one else, except the doctor, had come Or 
gone after the storm.” 

‘ ‘An amateur housebreaker with a front-door key to the 
Greene mansion,” murmured Vance. Extr’ordin’ry 1 ” 

"I’m not saying he had a key, sir," protested Heath. 
"I'm simply tolling you what we found. The door 
mighta been unlatched t>y mistake; or someone mighta 
opened it for him." 

"Go on with the story Sergeant,” urged Markham, 
giving Vance a reproving look. * 

"Well, after Doc Doremus got there and made an 
examination of the older woman's body and inspected 
the younger one’s wound, I questioned all the family 
and the servants—a butler, two maids, and a cook. 
Chester Greene and the butler were the Cnly ones who 
had heard the first shot, which was fired about half-past 
eleven. But the second shot roused old Mrs. Greene— 
her room adjoins the younger daughter’s. The rest of the 
household had slept through all the excitement; but 
this Chester fellow had woke ’em all up by the time I got 
there. 1 talked to all of 'em, but nobody knew anything. 
After a coupla hours I left a man inside and another 
outside, and came away. Then f set the usual machinery 
going; and this morning Captain Dubois went over the 
place the best he could for finger-prints. Doc Doremus 
has got the body for an autopsy, and we’ll get a report to¬ 
night. But there’ll be nothing helpful from that quarter. 
She was fired on from in front at close range—almost a 
contact shot. And the other woman—the young one— 
was all powder-rw&ked, and her might-gown was burnt. 
She was shot from behind.—That’s about all the dope." 

" Have you been able to get any sort of a statement 
from the younger one ? " 

? Doctor Emanuel Doremus, the Chief Medical Examiner. 
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"Not yet. She was unconscious last .night, and this 
morning she was too weak to talk. But the doctor— 
Von Eton—said we could probably question her this 
afternoon. We may get something out of her, in case she 
got a look at the bird before he shot her.” 

‘‘That suggests something to me, Sergeant.” Vance 
had been listening passively to the rgcitfl, but now he 
drew in his legs, and lifted himself a little. ''Did any 
member of the Greene household possess a gun? " 

Heath gave him a sharp look. 

"This Chester Greene said he had an old -32 revolver 
he used to keep in a desk drawer in his bedroom.” 

"Oh, did be, rtow? And did you see the gun ? ” 

"I asked him for it, but he couldn't find it. Said he 
hadn't seen it for years, but tliaf pcebably it was around 
Bomewheres. Promised to dig it up for to-day.” 

"Don't hang any fond hopes on his liuding it, Ser- 
g&nt.” Vance looked at Markham musingly. "I begin 
fo comprehend,the basis of Chester's psychic perturba¬ 
tion. I fear he’s a crass materialist after all. . . . Sad, 
sad.” 

"You think he missed the gun, and took fright ? ” 
"Well—son*thing like that . . . perhaps. One can’t 
tell. It’s deuced confusin’.” He turned an indolent eye 
on the Sergeant. "By the by, what sort of a gun did 
your burglar use ? ” 

Heath gave a gruff, uneasy laugh. 

"Yon score there, Mr. Vance. I've got both bullets— 
tliirty-two’s fired from a revolver, not an automatic. 

But^'ou'rc not trying to intimate-” 

"Tut, tut, Sergeant. Like Goethe, I’m merely seeking 

for more illumination, if one may translate Lie lit -” 

Markham interrupted this garrulous evasion. 

" I'm going to the Greene house after lunch, Sergeant. 
Can you come along ? ” 

" Sure I can, sir. I was going out, anyway.” 

"Good.” Markham brought forth a box of cigars. 
" Meet me here at tw#. . . . And tafic a couple of these 
Perfectos before you go.” 

Heath selected the cigars, and put them carefully into 
his breast pocket. At the door he turned with a bantering 
grin. 
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" You come along with us, Mr. Vance—to guide our 
erring footsteps, as they say ? ” 

" Nothing could keep me away,” declared Vance. 


Chapter III o At the Greene Mansion 

< 

(Tuesday, November 9 th ; 2.30 p.m.) 

The Greene mansion—as it was commonly referred to by 
New Yorkers—was a relic of the city's ancien regime. It 
had stood for three generations at the eastern extremity 
of 53rd Street, two of its oriel windows actually over¬ 
hanging the murky waters of the East River. The lot 
upon which the house was built extended through the 
entire block—a distance of two hundred feet—and had 
an equal frontage on the cross-streets. The characterol 
the neighbourhood had changed radically since the early 
days; but the spirit of commercial advancement had left 
the domicile of the Greenes untouched. It was an oasis of 
idealism and calm in the midst of moiling commercial 
enterprise; and one of the stipulations .tin old Tobias 
Greene’s last will and testament had been that the 
mansion should stand intact for at least a quarter of a 
century after his death, as a monument to him and his 
ancestors. One of his last acts on earth was to erect a high 
stone wall about the entire property, with a great double 
iron gateway opening on 53rd Street and a postern-gate 
for tradesmen giving on 52nd Street. 

The mansion itself was two and a half stories nigh, 
surmounted by gabled spires and chimney clusters. It 
was what architects call, with a certain intonation of 
contempt, a “chAteau flamboyant”; but no derogatory 
appellation could detract from the quiet dignity and the 
air of feudal traditionalism that emanated from its great 
rectangular blocks of grey limestone. The house was 
sixteenth-century Gothic in stylt^ with more than a 
suspicion of the n?w Italian ornament in its parts; and 
the pinnacles and shelves suggested the Byzantine/ But, 
for all its diversity of detail, it was not flowery, and wou&t 
have held no deep attraction for the Freemason architceti 




of the Middle Ages. It was not "bookish" in effect; it 
exuded the very essence of the old. 

In the front yard were maples and clipped evergreens, 
interspersed with hydrangea and lilac bushes; and at the 
rear was a row of weeping willows overhanging the river. 
Along the herring-bone-bond brick walls were high quick- 
set hedges of hawthorn; and the inney sides ol the en¬ 
circling walls were covered with compact cspaliefe. To the 
west of the house an asphalt driveway led to a double 
garage at the rear—an addition built by the newer genera¬ 
tion of Greenes. But here too were boxwood hedgerows 
which cloaked the driveway’s modernity. 

As we entered the grounds that grey November after¬ 
noon an atmosphere of foreboding bleakness seemed to 
have settled over the estate. The treec and shrubs were 
all bare, except the evergreens, which were laden with 
patches of snow. The trellises stood stripped along the 
wails, like clinging black skeletons; and, save for the 
iront walk, which had been hastily and imperfectly swept, 
the grounds were piled high with irregular snowdrifts. 
The grey of the mansion’s masonry was almost the colour 
of the brooding overcast sky; and I felt a premonitory 
chill of eeriness pass over me as we mounted the shallow 
steps that led to the high front door, with its pointed 
pediment above the deeply arched entrance. 

Sproot, the butler—a little old man with white hair 
and a heavily seamed eaprifomi face—admitted us with 
silent, funereal dignity (he had evidently been apprised 
of our coming); and wc were ushered at once into the 
great «gloomy drawing-room whose heavily curtained 
windows overlooked the river. A few moments later 
Chester Greene came in and greeted Markham fulsomely. 
Heath and Vance and me he included in a single super¬ 
cilious nod. 

"Awfully good of you to come, Markham,” he said, 
with nervous eagerness, seating himself on the edge of a 
chair and taking out his cigarette-holder. "I suppose 
you'll want to hold an inquisition .first. Whom ’ll I 
summon as a starter ?" 

"We can let that go for the moment,” said Markham. 
"1Rnt, I'd like to know something concerning the 
servants. Tell me what you can about them.” 
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Greene moved restlessly In hie chair, and seemed to 
have ^pfficulty lighting his cigarette. 

' Ihere s only four. Big house and all that, but we 
don't need much help Julia always acted as house¬ 
keeper, and Ada looked after the Mater, lo begin with, 
there’s old Spioot He s bc^n butler, seneschal, and 
major domo ioi us for thuty years Regular family 
rctamcr—kind vou read about m Tni'lisli novels— 
devoted ki\ il humble dietitonal, and snooping And 
a damned uui met I miv add Jlien there are two 
maids —one 11 loc k after the rooms and the other for 
gtnciii suuu, though 1 lie women monopolize her, 
mostlv 1 or useless heldle fiddle. Hemming the oldtr 
maid h is been with us ten\cus Still we us eorsets and 
fit cis\ sh >ts l>«cp w iter I iptist i believe—cxctueiat- 
mglv dciout J>irton the ethti mud is \o\mg and 
thinks sites liieMStille kn< us i little t-dl(- 
d huh lun li in l is the Imdthit s e on-d tilth exjKeting 
the miles <t the finily to kiss her behind the door. 
Sibelli puked her out— she s just the kind StbtUa would 
pie k out Jw e n ide lneng our house mil slinking the hard 
work lor aliout two ve us Ilie toe ksi stocl s v (rerman 
wornm i t\ji« il Unit ftau —m luminous Inisoms and 
number ten feit Puts in ill hex spin time writing to 
distaut ni« ecs ind ne | he ws 11 the upjxr re iches of tlio 
Rhine lu m somewhere md bo 1sts tint the most 
fastidious person eould c it oft lior kitchen floor it s that 
eltui though J u never tiled it Jht old nurt cngiged 
her a star Ik foie he dud * ivc orde is she w is to remain 
as long i> she liked—Thue >ou ln\i tin pet so nel of 
the b n kstairs Of corn t, there is a f itdctier who loafs 
about the lawn in summer. He hibernates m a spcak-casy 
uj» H ulcm w ly ” 
ho chauffeur’'* 

' A nuisance we dispense with Julia h ited motor- 
ears and Rex is afraid to travel in them—squeamish lad, 
Rex I dnve my own neer, and tube Has a regular 
3 i imey Oldfield AVda drives, loft, when the Mater isn’t 
Uoing her «ind Sibella s ear is idle —So endeth " 

Markham had been m iking notes as Greene rambled 
along with his uiformatxon. At length he put out tho 
cigar he had been smoking. 
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" Now, if yon don’t mind, T want to look over the 
house.” ■* 

Greene rose with alacrity and led the way into the 
main lower hall—a vaulted, oak-panelled entrance con¬ 
taining two large carved Flemish tables of the Sambin 
school, against opposite.walls, and several Anglo-Dutch 
crown-back chairs. A great Daghedtan rug* stretched 



along flic parqueted floor, its faded colours repeated in 
the heavy draperies of the archways. 

"We have, of course, just come from the drawing¬ 
room,” explained Greene, with a pompous air. " Back of 
it, down the hall”—he pointed pas^he wide marble 
Stairway—“was the governor’s library and den—what 
he called his sanctum sanctorum. Nobody’s been in it for 
twelve years. The Mater has kept it locked up ever since 
the old man died. Sentiment of some kind; though J've 

often tpld her she ought to clean the place out and make 

• 
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a billiard-room of it. But you can’t move the Mater, once 
she’s got an idea in her head. Try it some time When 
you're looking for heavy exercise.” 

He walked across the hall and pulled aside the 
draperies of the archway opposite to the drawing-room. 

"Here's thaireception-room, though we don’t use it 
much nov^adays. Stuffy, silly place, and the flue doesn't 
draw worth a damn. Every time we’ve built a fire here, 
we’ve had to have the cleaners in to remove the soot 
from the tapestries.” He waved his cigarette-holder 
towards two beautiful Gobelins. "Back there, through 
those sliding doors, is the dining-room; and farther on 
are the butler’s pantry and the kitchen where one may eat 
off the floor. Care to inspect the culinary department? ” 

“No, I think not,” said Markham. “And I'll take the 
kitchen floor for granted. Now, can we look at the 
second floor?” , . 

We ascended the main stairs, which led round a piece 
of marble statuary—a Falguidre figure, I tlynk—and 
emerged into the upper hall facing the front of the house 
where three large close-set windows looked out over the 
bare trees. 

The arrangement of the rooms on the fecond floor was 
simple and in keeping with the broad four-square archi¬ 
tecture of the house; but for the sake of clarification L 
am embodying in this record a rough diagram of it; for 
it was the disposition of these rooms that made possible the 
carrying out of the murderer’s hideous and unnatural plot. 

There were six bedrooms on the floor—three on either 
side of the hall, each occupied by a member of the ftmily. 
At the front of the house, on our left, was the bedroom of 
Rex Greene, the younger brother. Next to it was the 
room occupied by Ada Greene; and at the rear were 
Mrs. Greene's quarters, separated from Ada’s by a fair¬ 
sized dressing-room through which the two apartments 
communicated. It will be seen from the diagram that 
Mrs. Greene’s roop projected beyond the main western 
elevation of the mrase, and that ii*the L thus formed was 
a small balustraded stone porch with a narrow flight of 
stairs, set against the house, leading to the lawn below. 
French doors opened upon this porch from both Ada’s 
and Mrs. Greene's rooms. 
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On the opposite side ot the hall were the three rooms ■ 
occupied by Julia, Chester, and Sibella, Julia’s room 
being at the front of the bouse, Sibclla’s at the rear, and 
Chester’s in the centre. None of these rooms rommuni- 
cited with the other. It might al-o l>e noted that the 
doors to Sibella’s and Mrs. Gi cene's *>oms were just 
behind the main staircase, wlierea'fChestciis and Ada’s ’ 
were directly at the head of the stairs, and Julia's and 
Rex’s farther toward the front of the house. Ihere was 
a small linen closet between Ada's room and Mrs. 
.Greene's; and at the rear of the hall were the servants’ 
stairs. 

Chester Greene explained this arrangement to us 
luiefly, and then walked up the hill to Julia’s room. 

“ You'll waut to look m here lust, ) imagine,” he said, 
throwing open the door. ‘ Nothings lxx*u tombed— 
police oiders. Jlut I can t see what good all that stained 
bed-linen is to anyone. It's a flightlul mess.” 

The loom was large and nehh iunmhed with sage- 
green satin-upholstered furniture of the Mane Antoinette 
l>eriod. Opposite to the door was a canopied bedstead 
on a dais; ai^l several dark blotches on the embroidered 
linen gave mute e\ideme of the tragedy that had been 
enacted there the night IhIoic. 

Vance, alter noting the disposition of the furnituie, 
turned liis gaze upon the old-iashunied crystal clian- 
dehi i ^ 

"Were those the lights that were on when you found 
ymu sister la«t night, Mr. Gtecne?" he asked casually. 

'i lie other nodded with surly annuvance. 

"Aud where, may 1 ask, is the switch > " 

“Behind the end of that cabinet." Greene indiffer¬ 
ently indicated a highly elaborate annum near the door. 

"invisible—eh. what?” \ance strolled to the armoire 
and looked beliind it. “An amazin’ burglar*” Then he 
went up to Markham and spike to him m a low voice. 
After a moment Markham nodde^ 

"Greene,” he saidf"I wish you'd go to your room and 
lie down on the bed just as you wctc Inst night when you 
beard the shot. Then, when i tap on the wall, get up and 
do everything you did last night—in just the way you 
did it. I want to time you." 
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The man stiffened, and gave Markham a look of resent¬ 
ful protestation. 

'* "Oh, I say!" he began. But almost at once he 
shrugged compliance and swaggered from the room, 
closing the door behind him. 

Vance took cut his watch, and Markham, giving 
Greene tim&to reacK his room, rapped on the wall. For 
what seemea an interminable time we waited. Then the 
door opened slightly, and Greene peered round the 
casing. Slowly his eyes swept the room; he swung the 
door farther ajar, stepped inside hesitantly and moved 
to the bed. *■ 

"Three minutes and twenty seconds,” announced 
Vance. "Most disquieting. . . . What do you imagine. 
Sergeant, the intruder was doing in the interim of the 
two shots ? ” 

"How do I know?” retorted Heath. "Probably 
groping round the hall outside looking for the stairs.” 

" If he’d groped that length of time he’d have fallen 
down ’em.” 

Markham interrupted this discussion with a suggestion 
that we take a look at the servants’ s^urway down 
which the butler had come after hearing the first shot. 

"We needn’t inspect the other bedrooms just yet,” he 
added, "though we’ll want to see Miss Ada’s room as 
soon as the doctor thinks it’s advisable. 'When, by the 
way, will you know his decision, Greene ? ” t 

"He said he’d be here at three. And he’s a punctual 
beggar—a regular fiend for efficiency. He sent a nurso 
over early this morning, and she’s looking after Ada*and 
the Mater now.” 

“ 1 say, Mr. Greene.” interposed Vance," was your sister 
Julia in the habit of leaving her door unlocked at night ? ” 

Greene’s jaw dropped a little, and his eyes opened wider. 

"By Jove—no! Now that you mention it . . . she 
always locked herself in.” 

Vance nodded ahpently, and we passed out into the 
hall. A thin, swingmg baize door hill the servants' stair¬ 
well at the rear, and Markham pushed it open. 

"Nothing much here to deaden the sound,” he ob¬ 
served. 

“No,” agreed Greene. "And old Sproot’s room is 
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right at the head of the steps. He’s go\ good ears, too— 
too damned good sometimes." 

We were about to turn back, when a high-pitched, 
querulous voice issued from the partly open door on our 
right. 

"Is that you, Chester? What’s all Uiis disturbance? 
Haven’t I had enough distraction aftd worr^-?’* 

Greene had gone to his mother’s door and put his 
head inside. 

"It’s all right. Mater,” he said irritably. "It’s only 
the police nosing around." 

"The police 1 " Her voice was contemptuous. "What 
do they want? Didn't the\ upset me enough last night? 
Why don’t they go and look,lor the villain instead of 
congregating outside xny door and annoying me?—So, 
it’s the police.” Her tone l>ccanio vindictive. "Bring 
^|icm in here at once, and let me talk to them. The 
police, indeed I ” 

Greene looked helplessly at Markham, who merely 
nodded; and we entered the invalid's room. It was a 
spacious chandler, with windows on t hree sides, furnished 
elaborately with all manner of conflicting objects. My 
first glance took in an Bast Indian rug, a buhl cabinet, 
an enormous gilded Buddha, several massive Chinese 
chairs of carved tak-wood, a faded Persian tapestry, two 
wrought-iron standard lamps, and a red-and-gold 
lacquered liigh-boy. 1 looked quickly at Vance, and 
surprised an expression of puzzled interest in his eyes. 

I11 an enormous bed, with neither head-piece nor foot- 
posfs, reclined the mistress of the house, propped up in 
a spmi-recumbtnt attitude on a sprawling pile of vari¬ 
coloured silken pillows. She must have been between 
sixty-five and seventy, but her hair was almost black. 
Her long, chevaline face, though yellowed and wrinkled 
like ancient parchment, still radiated an amazing vigour: 
it reminded me of the portraits 1 had seen of George 
Eliot. About her shoulders was dr<wn an embroidered 
Oriental shawl; and the picture snp presented in the 
setting of that unusual and diversified room was exotic 
in the extreme. At her side sat a rosy-cheeked im¬ 
perturbable nurse in a stiff white uniform, making a 
singular contrast to the woman on the bed. 




Chester Greene presented Markham, and let his mother 
take the rest of us for granted. At first she did not 
acknowledge the introduction, but, after appraising 
Markham for a moment, she gave him a nod of re¬ 
sentful forbearance and held out to him a long bony 
hand. 

" I suppose there’s no way to avoid having my home 
overrun in this fashion," she said wearily, assuming an 
air of great toleration. "I was just endeavouring to get 
a little rest. My back pains me so much to-day, after all 
the excitement last night. But what do I matter—an old 

S Lralysed woman like me ? No one considers me anyway, 
r. Markham. But they’re perfectly right. We invalids 
are of no use in the world^ are we ?" 

Markham muttered some jxjlitc protestation, to which 
Mrs. Greene paid not the slightest attention. She had 
turned, with seemingly great difficulty, to the nurse. t 
"Fix my pillows, Miss Craven,” she ordered im¬ 
patiently, and then added, in a whining tone: "Even 
you don't give a thought to my comfort." The nurso 
complied without a word. "Now, you can go in and sit 
with Ada until Doctor Von Blon comes—How is the 
dear child ? ” Suddenly her voice had assufhed a note of 
simulated solicitude. 

" She’s much better, Mrs. Greene." The nurse spoke 
in a colourless, matter-of-fact tone, and passed quietly 
into the dressing-room. 

The woman on the bed turned complaining eyeS upon 
Markham. 

"It's a terrible thing to be a cripple, unable to dalk 
or even stand alone. Both my legs have been hopelessly 
paralysed for ten years. Think of it, Mr. Markham: 
I’ve spent ten years in this bed and that chair”—she 
pointed to an invalid’s chair in the alcove—"and I can’t 
even move from one to the other unless I’m lifted bodily. 
But I console myself with the thought that I’m not long 
for this world; andl try to be patient. It wouldn’t be 
so bad, tfeough, - ircny children were only more con¬ 
siderate. But I suppose I expect too much. Youth 
and health give little thought to the old and feeble— 
it’s the way of the world. And so I make the best of it,- 
It’s my fate to be a burden to everyone." 
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She sighed and drew the shawl more closely about her. 

"You want to ask me some questions perhaps? I 
don’t see what i can tell you that will be of any help, but 
I’m only too glad to do whatever I can. I haven’t slept 
a wink, and my back has been paining me terribly as a 
result of all this commotion. But I'm not#complaining." 

Markham had stood looking at the old lady sym¬ 
pathetically. Indeed, she was a pitiful figure. Her long 
invalidism and solitude had warped what had probably 
been a brilliant and generous mind: and she had now 
become a kind of introspective martyr, with an ex¬ 
aggerated sensitiveness to her affliction. I could see that 
Markham’s instinct was to leave her immediately with a 
few consoling words; but his seyse of duty directed him 
to remain and learn what he could. 

" I don’t wish to annoy you any more than is absolutely 
n^essary. madam,” he said in a kindly voice. ” But it 
might help considerably if you permitted me to put one 
or two questions.” 

"What's a little annoyance, more or less? ” she asked. 
"I’ve long since become used to it. Ask me anything 
you choose.” 

Markham bo^ed with Old-World courtesy. "You are 
very kind, madam.” Then, after a moment’s pause: 
"Mr. Greene tells me you did not hear the shot that was 
fired in your oldest daughter’s room, but that the shot in 
Miss Ada’s room awakened you." 

"Thai is so.” She nodded slowly. "Julia’s room is a 
considerable distance away—across the hall. But Ada 
always leaves the doors open between her room and mine 
in case I should need anything in the night. Naturally 
the shot in her room awakened me. . . . Let me see. I 
must have just fallen to sleep. My back was giving me 
a great deal of trouble last night; I had suffered all day 
with it, though I of course didn’t tell any of the children 
about it. Little they care how their paralysed old mother 
suffers. . . . And then, just as I had managed to doze 
off, there came the report, and I wa 3 *wide-aw«ke again 
—lying there helpless, unable to move, and wondering 
what awful thing might be going to happen to me. And 
no one came to see if I was all right; no one thought of me, 
titan and defenceless. But then, no one ever thinks of me.'* 
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"I’m sure it* wasn't any lack ol consideration, Mrs. 
Greene,” Markham assured her earnestly. " The situation 
probably drove everything momentarily from their 
minds except the two victims of the shooting.—Tell me 
this: did you hear any other sounds in Miss Ada's room 
after the shot,awakened you ? ” 

‘ ‘ I heard the poor girl fall—at least, it sounded I ike that. ” 

V But nb other noises of any kind ? No footsteps, for 
instance ? ” 

"Footsteps?” She seemed to make an effort to recall 
her impressions. "No; no footsteps.” 

"Did you hear the door into the hall open or close, 
madam ? ” It was Vance who put the question. 

The woman turned h(jr eyes sharply and glared at him. 

"No, I heard no door open or close.” 

"That’s rather queer, too, don't you think?” pur¬ 
sued Vance. "The intruder must have left the room.’,’ 

"I suppose he must have, if lie's not there now,” she 
replied acidly, turning again to the District Attorney, 
"Is there anything else you'd care to know?” 

Markham evidently had perceived the impossibility of 
eliciting any vital information from her. 

"1 think not,” he answered; then sSided: "You of 
course heard the butler and your son here enter Miss 
Ada's room ? " 

"Oh, yes. They made enough noise doing it—they 
didn’t consider my feelings in the least. That fuss- 
budget, Sproot, actually cried out for Chester like a 
hysterical woman; and, from the way he raised his voice 
over the telephone, one would have thought Doctcfc Von 
Blon was deaf. Then Chester had to rouse the whole 
house for some unknown reason. Oh, there was no 
peace or rest for me Lost night, I can tell you I And the 
police tramped around the house for hours like a drove 
of wild cattle. It was positively disgraceful. And here 
was I—a helpless old woman—entirely neglected and 
forgotten, suffering agonies with my spine.” 

After a few •Commiserating • banalities Markham 
thanked her for her assistance, and withdrew. As we 
passed out and walked toward the stairs. I could hear 
her calling out angrily: “NurseI Nurse! Can't you hear 
me ? Come at once and arrange my pillows. What do 
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yon mean by neglecting me this way ... ?" The 
voice trailed off mercifully as we descended to the main 
hall. 


Chapter IV The Missing Revolver 

{Tuesday, November 9 tH ; 3 p.yi.) 

*'The Mater’s a crabbed old soul,” Greene apologized 
off-handedly when we were again in the drawing-room. 
“Always grousing about her doting offspring.—Well, 
where do we go 5 rom here ? " 

Markham seemed lost in thought, and it was Vance 
who answered. 

“ Let us take a peep at the servants and hearken to 
their tale: Sproot for a starter.” 

. £larkham roused himself and nodded, and Greene rose 
and pulled a silken bell-cord near the archway. A minute 
later the butler appeared and stood at obsequious atten¬ 
tion just inside the room. Markham had appeared some¬ 
what at sea and even disinterested during the investiga¬ 
tion, and Vance,assumed command. 

“Sit down, Sproot, and tell us us briefly as possible 
just what occurred last night.” 

Sproot came forward slowly, his eyes on the floor, but 
remained standing before the centre-table. 

“I w^js reading Martial, sir, in my room,” lie began, 
lifting his gaze submissively, “when I thought 1 heard a 
muffled shot. 1 wasn't quite sure, for the automobiles in 
the street back-fire quite loud at times: but at last I 
said to myself I'd better investigate. I was in nigligi, if 
you understand what I mean, sir; so I slipped on my 
bath-robe and came down. 1 didn't know just where the 
noise had come from; but when I was half-way down 
the steps I heard another shot, and this time it sounded 
like it came from Miss Ada's room. So I went there at 
once, and tried the door. It was unlocked, and when I 
looked in 1 saw Miss*Ada lying on The floor—a very 
distressing sight, sir. I called to Mr. Chester, and we 
Hfted the poor young lady to the bed. Then I telephoned 
to Doctor Von Blon.” 

Vance scrutinized him. 
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"You were very courageous, Sproot, to brave a dark 
hall looking lor the source of a shot in the middle of the 
night." 

“Thank you, sir,” the man answered, with great 
humility. “I always try to do my duty by the Greene 
family. I’ve been with them-" 

“We know all that, Sproot." Vance cut him short. 
"The light was on in Miss Ada’s room, I understand, 
when you opened the door." 

“ Yes, sir." 

"And you saw no one, or heard no noise? No door 
closing, for instance ?" 

“No, sir.” 

"And yet the person v^lio fired the shot must have been 
somewhere in the hall at the same time you were there.” 

" I suppose so, sir." 

"And he might well have taken a shot at you, too.V . 

“Quite so, sir." Sproot seemed wholly indifferent to 
the danger he had escaped. “ But what will be, will be, 
sir—if you’ll pardon me saying so. And I’m an old 
man-" 

“Tut, tut! You’ll probably live a ajpsiderable time 
yet—just how long I can't, of course, say." 

“No, sir.” Sproot's eyes gazed blankly ahead. "No 
one understands the mysteries of life and death." 

“You’re somewhat philosophic, I see," dryly com¬ 
mented Vance. Then: “When you phoned t(f Doctor 
Von Blon, was he in?" 

“No, sir; but the night nurse told me he'd be back 
any minute, and that she’d send him over. He arrived in 
less than half an hour.” 

Vance nodded. “That will be all, thank you, Sproot. 
—And now please send me die gnadige l-'rau Kuchin.” 

" Yes, sir." And the old butler shuffled from the room. 

Vance’s eyes followed him thoughtfully. 

“An inveiglin' character," he murmured. 

Greene snorted. "Yon don’t have to live with him. 
He’d have said *Yes, sir,’ if yflti’d spoken to him in 
Walloon or Volapuk. A sweet little playmate to have 
snooping round the house twenty-four hours a day!" 

The cook, a portly, phlegmatic German woman of 
about forty-live, named Gertrude Mannheim, came in and 
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seated herself on the edge of a chair near the entrance.. 
Vance, after a moment's keen inspection of her, asked: 

"Were you born in this country, Frau Mannheim?*' 

"I was bora in Baden," she answered, in flat, rather 
guttural tones. "I came to America when I was twelve." 

"You have not always been a cook, Intake it." Vance’s 
voice had a slightly different intonation from that which 
he had used with Sproot. 

At first the woman did not answer. 

"No, sir,” she said finally. "Only since the death of 
my husband." 

" How did you happen to come to the Greenes?" 

Again she hesitated. "I had met Mr. Tobias Greene: 
he knew my husband. When my husband died there 
wasn’t any money. And 1 remembered Mr. Greene, and 
I thought-" 

, "I understand." Vance paused, his eyes in space. 
"You heard nothing of what hapi>encd here last night?" 

"No, sir. Not until Mr. Chester called up the stairs 
and said for us to get dressed and come down." 

Vance rose and turned to the window overlooking the 
East River. 

“That’s afl, Frau Mannheim. Be as good as to tell the 
senior maid—Hemming, isn’t she?—to come here.” 

Without a word the cook left us, and her place was 
presently taken by a tall, slatternly woman, with a sharp, 
prudish face and severely combed hair. She wore a 
blacff, one-piece dress, and heelless vici-kid shoes; and 
her severity of mien was emphasized by a pair of thiok- 
leflsed spectacles. 

“I understand, Hemming,” began Vance, reseating 
himself before the fireplace, "that you heard neithet 
shot last night, and learned of the tragedy only when 
called by Mr. Greene." 

The woman nodded with a jerky, emphatic movement. 

“I was spared," she said, in a rasping voice. “But 
the tragedy, as you call it, had to come sooner or later. 
It was an act of God, if you ask w#.” 

"Well, we're not asking you, Hemming; but we're 
delighted to have your opinion.—So God had a hand in 
the. shooting, eh ?" 

"He did that I" The woman spoke with religious 
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. fervour. “The Gfeenes are an tin godly, wicked family.’' 
She leered defiantly at Chester Greene, who laughed 
uneasily. “'For I shall rise up against them, saith the 
Lord of hosts—the name, the remnant, and son, and 
daughter, and nephew'—only there ain't no nephew— 
'and I will sweep them with the besom of destruction, 
saith the Lord.' ” 

Vafce regirded her musingly. 

“ I see you have misread Isaiah. And have you any 
celestial information as to who was chosen by the Lord 
to personify the besom ? ” 

The woman compressed her lips. "Who knows? ” 

“Ah 1 Who indeed ? . . . But to descend to temporal 
things: I assume you weren’t surprised at what happened 
last night ? " 

"I’m never surprised at the mysterious workin’s of 
the Almighty.’* # 

Vance sighed. “You may return to your Scriptural 
perusings, Hemming. Only, I wish you’d pause en route 
and tell Barton we crave her presence here.” 

The woman rose stiffly and passed from the room like 
an animated ramrod. 

Barton came in, obviously frightened. *But her fear 
was insufficient to banish completely her instinctive 
coquetry. A certain coyness showed through the alarmed 
glance she gave us, and one hand automatically smoothed 
back the chestnut hair over her ear. Vance adjusted his 
monocle. ' 

“You really should wear Alice blue. Barton,” he 
advised her seriously. “Much more becoming than 
rise to your olive complexion.” 

The girl’s apprehensiveness relaxed, and she gave 
?tfance a puzzled, kittenish look. 

But what I particularly wanted you to come here 
’ he went on, “was to ask you if Mr. Greene has ever 
kissed you.” 

“Which—Mr. Greene?” she stammered, completely 
disconcerted. 


r 


& 


Chester had, at Vance’s question, jerked himself erect 
in his chair and started to splutter an irate objection. 
But articulation failed him, and he turned to Markham 
with speechless indignation. 
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The corners of Vance’s month twitched. “ It reaDy' 
doesn’t matter, Barton," he said quickly. 

“Aren’t you going to ask me any questions about— 
what happened last night?” the girl asked, with obvious 
disappointment. 

“ Oh! Do you know anything about frhat happened ?" 

“Why, no," she admitted. “I was aslegp——” 

“ Exactly. Therefore, I shan't bother you witk^ques- 
tions." He dismissed her good-naturedly. 

"Damn it, Markham, I protest!” cried Greene, when 
Barton had left us. “1 call this—this gentleman’s levity 
rotten-bad taste—damme if I don’t!" 

Markham, too, was annoyed at the frivolous line of 
interrogation Yanec had takim. 

“ I can’t sec what’s to be gained by such futile in¬ 
quiries,’’ he «nul, striving to control hi* irritation. 

“That’s because you’re still holding to the burglar 
theory." Vance replied. “But if, as Mr. Greene thinks, 
there is another explanation of last night’s crime, then 
it’s essential to acquaint ourselves with the conditions 
existing here. And it’s equally essential not to rouse 
the suspicions of the servants, lienee my apparent 
inelcvancies. l’in trying to size lip the various human 
factors we have to deal with; and 1 think I’ve done 
uncommonly well. Several rather interesting possibilities 
have developed.” 

Befrre Markham could reply Sproot passed the archway 
and opened the. front door to someone whom he greeted 
rc!*pectfully. Greene immediately went into the hall. 

“Hallo, doc,” we heard nim say’. “Thought you’d 
be along pretty soon. The District Attorney and his. 
entourage are here, and they’d like to talk to Ada. I told 
'em you said it might be all right this afternoon.” \ 

“IT. know better when I’ve seen Ada.’’ the doctor, 
replied. He passed on hurriedly, and wc heard him 
ascending the stairs. 

"It’s Von Blon,” announced Gr^fnc, returning to the 
drawing-room. “rfe’Il let us know anon how Ada’s 
coming along.” There was a callous note in his voice, 
which, at the time, puzzled me. 

“How long have you known Doctor Von Blon?” 
asked Vance. 
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“How long?” Greene looked surprised. “Why, all 
my life. Went to the old Bee km an Public School with 
him. His father—old Doctor Veranus Von Blon— 
brought all the later Greenes into the world; family 
physician, spiritual adviser, and all that sort of thing, 
from time immemorial. When Von Blon senior died we 
embraced tbq son as'a matter of course. And young 
Arthui's a shrewd lad, too. Knows his pharmacopoeia. 
Trained by the old man, and topped oil his medical 
education in Germany.” 

Vance nodded negligently. 

''While we’re waiting for Doctor Von Dion, suppose 
we have a chat with Miss Sibella and Mr. Hex. Your 
brother first, let us say.” , 

Greene looked to Markham for confirmation; then 
rang for Sproot. 

Rex Greene came immediately upon being summoned. • 

"Well, what do you want now?" he asked, scanning 
our faces with nervous intensity. Ilis voice was peevish, 
almost whining, and there were certain overtones in it 
which recalled the fretful complaining voice of Mrs. 
Greene. 

” We merely want to question you about last night," 
answered Vance soothingly. " \\ e thought it possible you 
could help us.” 

"What help can I give you?” Rex asked sullenly, 
slumping into a chair, lie gave his brother a smiting 
look. "Chester’s the only one round here who seems to 
have been awake.” , 

Rex Greene was a short, sallow youth with narrow, 
stooping shoulders and an abnormally large head set on 
a neck which appeared almost emaciated. A shock of 
Straight hair hung down over his bulging forehead, and 
he had a habit of tossing it back with a jerky movement 
of the head. His small, shifty eyes, shielded by enormous 
tortoise-rimmed glasses, seemed never to be at rest; and 
his thin lips were constantly twitching as with a tic 
douloureux. His chin was small and iterated, and he held 
it drawn in, emphasizing its lack of prominence. He was 
not a pleasant spectacle, and yet there was something 
in the man—an overdeveloped studiousness, per hap*— 
that gave the impression of unusual potentialities. I once 
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saw a juvenile chess wizard who had the same cranial 
formations and general facial cast. 

Vance appeared introspective, but I knew he was 
absorbing every detail of the man’s appearance. At 
length he laid down his cigarette, and focused his eye 9 
languidly on the desk-lamp. * 

" You say you slept throughout thfc tragedy last night. 
How do you account for that remarkable fact, inasgpuch 
as one of the shots w^s fired in the room next to yours ■' ” 

Rex hitched himself forward to the edge of his chair, 
and turned Ins head from side to side, carefully avoiding 
our eyes. 

“1 haven’t tried to account for it,” he returned, with 
angry resentment; but withal gin* seemed unstrung and 
on the defensive. Then he hunted on: '’The walls m 
this house are pretty thick, anyway, and (here are always 
noises in the street. . . . Maybe my head was buned 
under the covers.” 

“You’d certainly have burial your head under the 
covers if you’d heard the shot,” commented Chester, 
with no attempt to disguise his contempt for his brothel. 

Rex swung round, and would have retorted to the 
accusation had*hot Vance put lus next question immedi¬ 
ately. 

" What's your theory of the crime. Mr. Greeni ? 
You've heard all the details and vou know the situation.” 


"1 thought the police had settled on a burglar.” The 
youth’s eyes rested shrewdly on Ilcalh. "Wasn’t that 
your, conclusion?” 

"It was, and it is,” declared the Sergeant, who, until 


now, had preserved a bored silence. ‘ But your brother 


here seems to think otherwise.” 


“So Chester thinks otherwise." Rex turned to his 
brother with an expression Of feline dislike. “Maybe 
Chester knows all about it." There was no mistaking 
the implication in his words. 

Vance once more stepped into the breach. 

“Your brother hsft told us all he knows. Just at 
present we’re concerned with how much you know.” 
The severity of his manner caused Rex to shrink back 
in his chair. His lips twitched more v olently, and he 
began fidgeting with the braided frog of his smoking- 
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jacket. I noticed then for the first time that he had 
short rachitic hands with bowed and thickened phalanges. 

• "You are sure you heard no shot?" continued Vance 
ominously. 

"I've told you a dozen times I didn’t!" His voice 
rose to a falsetto, and he gripped the arms of his chair 
with both fyinds. * 

"t'-eep calm, Rex," admonished Chester. " You'll be 
having another of your spells." 

" To hell with you I" the youth shouted. " How many 
times have I got to tell them I don't know anything 
about it ? ’* 

“We merely want to make doubly sure on all points,” 
Vance told him pacifying!^. “And you certainly wouldn't 
want your sister’s death to go unavenged through any 
lack of pcrsevercnce on our part.” 

Rex relaxed slightly, and took a deep inspiration. 

“Oh, I’d tell you anything I knew,” he said, running 
his tongue over his dry lips, "lint I always get blamed 
for everything that happens in this house—that is, Ada 
and I do. And as for avenging Julia’s death: that 
doesn’t appeal to me nearly so much as^punishing the 
dog that shot Ada. She has a hard enough time of it 
here under normal conditions. Mother keqw her in the 
house waiting on her as if she were a servant." 

Vance nodded understandingly. Then he rose and 
placed his hand sympathetically on Rex’s shoulde*. This 
gesture was so unlike him I was completely astonished; 
for, despite his deep-seated humanism, Vance sccyned 
always ashamed of any outward show of feeling, and 
sought constantly to repress his emotions. 

“Don’t let this tragedy upset you too much, Mr. 
Greene," he said reassuringly. “And you may be certain 
that we’ll do everything in our power to find and punish 
the person who shot Miss Ada. We won’t bother you 
any more now.” 

Rex got up almort eagerly and drew himself together. 

“Oh, that's all rignt." And with & covertly triumphant 
glance at his brother, he left the room. 

“ Rex is a queer bird," Chester remarked, after a short 
silence. “ He spends most of his time reading and work¬ 
ing out abstruse problems in mathematics and astronomy* 
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Wanted to stick a telescope through tile attic roof, but 
the Mater drew the line. He's an unhealthy beggar, too. 
I tell him he doesn’t get enough fresh air, but you see his 
attitude towards me. Thinks I’m weak-minded because 
I play golf.” 

“What were the spells you spoke about?” asked 
Vance. "Your brother looks as if he«night be epileptic.” 

"Oh, no; nothing like that; though I'vfe seen him 
have convulsive seizures when he got in a speaally 
violent tantrum. He gets excited easily and flies ofi the 
handle. Von Blon says it’s hyperneurasthenia—whatever 
that is. He goes ghastly pale when he’s worked up, and 
has a kind of trembling fit. Says things he’s sorry for 
afterwards. Nothing serious, though. What he needs is 
exercise—a year on a ranch toughing it, without his 
infernal books and compasses and T-squares." 

% ‘‘J suppose he’s more or less a favourite with your 
mother.” (Vance’s remark recalled a curious similarity 
of temperament between the two I had felt vaguely as 
Rex talked.) 

"More or less.” Chester nodded ponderously. "He’s 
the ]>ct in so far as the Mater’s capable ol jietting anyone 
but herself. Aliyway, she’s never lagged Rex as much as 
the rest of us." 

Again Vance went to the great window above the East 
River, and stood looking out Suddenly he turned 

"By the by, Mr. tiioeue, did vou Imd joui revolver?” 
His totfc h.ul changed, hit. luinmativo mood had gone. 

Chestei gave a stait, >nd cast a swill glance at lleath, 
who*hacl now become attentive. 

“No, by God, 1 haven t.” he admitted, fumbling in 
his jiuikti. foi lus cm.intte-holcler. 4 Funny thing about 
that gun, too. Always kept it in niv desk drawer— 
though, as T told tins gentleman when he mentioned it”— 
he pointed liis holder at lleath as it the other had been 
an inanimate object —” 1 don’t rcinenibu actually having 
seen it for years. But, even so, whcie the devil could it 
have gone ? Damme, it’s mysteiious. Nobody round here 
would touch it. 'flic maids don’t go m the draw-ers when 
they’re cleaning the room—I’m lucky if they make the 
bed and dust the top of the furniture. Damned funny 
what became of it.” 
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"Did you take a good look for it to-day, like you 
said ?" asked Heath, thrusting his head forward belliger¬ 
ently. Why, since he lietfl to the burglar theory, he 
should assume a bulldozing manner, I couldn't imagine, 
lint whenever Heath was troubled, he was aggressive, and 
any loose end in an investigation troubled him deeply. 

“Certainly, I looked for it,’’ Chester replied, haughtily 
indignant. * "I went through every room and donet and 
drawer in the house. Hut it’s completely disappeared. 
. . . Probably got thrown out by mistake in one of the 
annual house-cleanings.” 

“That’s possible,” agreed Vance. ".What sort of a 
revolver was it?” 

“An old Smith and Wesson ‘32,” Chester appeared to 
be trying to refresh His memory. “Mother-o’-peail 
handle: some scroll-engraving on the barrel—I don't 
recall exactly. I bought it hftren years ago—may^ 
longer—when I went camping one summer in the 
Adirondacks. Used it for target practice. Then I got 
tired of it, and stuck it away in a drawer behind a lot 
.>«Of old cancelled cheques.” 

"Was it in good w01 king order then?” 

"As far as I know. Fact is, it worlftd stiff when I 
got it, and had the sear hl«d down, so it was practically 
a hair-trigger affair. The slightest touch sent it off. 
Better for shooting targets that way." 

“Do you lecall if it was loaded w hen you put it away ?" 

"Couldn’t say. Might have been. It’s Been so 
long-" 

‘ Were there any cartridges for it in your desk?” 

" Now, that I can answer you positively. There wasn’t 
a loose cartridge 111 the place.” 

Vance reseated himself. 

“Well, Mr. Greene, if you happen to run across the 
revolver you will, of course, lot Mr. Markham or Sergeant 
Heath know.” 

“Oh, certainly. With pleasure.” Chester's assuranoe 
was expressed witfr an air of magnanimity. 

Vance glanced at his watch. 

“And now. seeing that Doctor Von Blon is still with 
his patient, I wonder if wc could sec Miss Sibella for a 
moment.” 
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gun 


* Chester got up, obviously relieved that the subject of 
the revolver had been disposed of, and went to the bell- 
cord beside the archway. But he arrested his hand in 
the act of reaching for it. 

“I'll fetch her myself, 1 ' he said, and hurried from the 
room. 

Markham turned to Vance witbPa smile. 

Your prophecy about the non-reappe£rancej)f the 
has, I note, been temporarily verified." 

"And I'm afraid that fancy weapon with the hair- 
trigger never will appear—at least, not until this 
miserable business is cleaned up." Vance was un- 
wonteclly sober; his customary levity had for the moment 
deserted him. But before long he lifted his eyebrows 
mockingly, and gave Heath & chaffing look. 

"Perchance the sergeant s predacious neophyte made 
off with the revolver—became fascinated with the scroll¬ 
work, or entranced with the pearl handle." 

"It's quite possible the revolver disappeared in the 
way Greene said it did," Markham submitted, 
any event, I think you unduly emphasized the mat! 

"Sure he did, Mr. Markham," growled Heath. “ 
what's more,T: can't see that all this repartee with the 
family is getting us anywheres. I had 'em all on the 
carpet last night when the salting was hot; and I'm 
telling you they don't know nothing about it. This Ada 
Greene is the only person round here I want to talk to. 
There's a chance she can give us a tip. If her lights were 
on when the burglar got in her room, she maybe got a 
^good look at him." 

Sergeant," said Vance, shaking his head sadly, 
"you're getting positively morbid on the subject of that 
mymical burglar." 

Markham inspected the end of his cigar thoughtfully, 

"No, Vance. I’m inclined to agree with the sergeant 
It appears to me that you’re the one with the morbid 
imagination. I let you inveigle me into this inquiry too 
easily. That’s why IVe kept in^be background •ted 
left the floor to you. Ada Greene's our only hope of hdj 
here." 

"Oh, for your trusting, forthright mind I” Vanci 
Sighed and shifted his position restlessly* "J say, ovd 
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psychic Chester is taking a dashed long time to fetch 
Sibella.” 


At that moment there came a sound of footsteps on 
the marble stairs, and a few seconds later Sibella Greene, 
accompanied by Chester, appeared in the archway. 


Chap£|r V Homicidal Possibilities 

{Tuesday, November 9 th ; 3.30 p.m.) 

Sibella entered with a firm, swinging gait, her head held 
high, her eyes sweeping the assemblage with l>old inter¬ 
rogation. She was tall and of slender, athletic build, 
and, though she was not pretty, there was a cold, 
chiselled attractiveness in lifer lineaments that held one’s 
attention. Her face was at once vivid and intense; 
and there was a hauteur in her expression amounting, 
almost to arrogance. Her dark, crisp hair was bobbed 
but not waved, and the severity of its lines accentuated 
the over-decisive cast of her features. Her hazel eyes 
' were wide-spaced beneath heavy, almost horizontal eye¬ 
brows; her nose was straight and slightly prominent, 
and her mouth was large and firm, with aTuggestion of 
cruelty in its thin lips. She was dressed simply, in a 
dark sport suit cut extremely short, silk-wool stockings 
of a heather mixture, and low-heeled mannish Oxtords. 

Chester presented the District Attorney to her as an 
old acquaintance, and permitted Markham to mak*e tho 
other introductions. 

"I suppose you know, Mr. Markham, why Chet likes 
you,” she said, in a peculiarly plangent \on o. ” You’re 
one of the few persons at the Mary Rhone Club that be 
can beat at golf." 

She seated herself before the centre-table, and crossed 
her knees comfortably. 

"I wish you’d get me a cigarette, Chet.” Her tone 
S&de the request an imperative. 

Glance rose at once^md held out liii case. 

"Do try one of these Rigtes, Miss Greene,” he urged 
in his best drawing-room manner. "If you say you 
don’t like them, I shall immediately change my brand.” 

"Rash manl” Sibella took a cigarette and permitted 
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Vance to light it for her. Then she settled back in her . 
chair and gave Markham a quizzical look. “ Quite a wild 
party we pulled here last night, wasn't it? We’ve never 
had so much commotion in the old mansion. And it was 
just my luck to sleep soundly through it all." She made 
an aggrieved moue. "Chet didn’t call me till it was all 
over. Just like him—he has a nrtty disposition." 

Somehow her flippancy did not shock nib as it flight 
have done in a different type of person. But Sibella 
strutk mo as a gnl who, though she might feel things 
keenly, would not permit any misfortune to get Ike better 
of her; and J, put her appan nt callousness down to a 
dogged, if jicrvirted, tcui.igeousiioss. 

Matkhani, however, rescued lier attitude. 

* Oift* cannot blame Mr f.ittu* 1 ten not taking the 
matter lightly," he reproved her. *’ I nr brutal murder 
,of a defenceless woman and the attempted murder of 
a young girl hudly come undet the lie*.id of diversion." 

SilK’lla looked at Inin tcpioaihlullv ’ You know, 
Mr Markham, you sound exai tlv like the M< >thcr Superior 
of the study convent 1 was confined in for two vears." 
She became suddenly giave. ‘ Why .haw a long face 
over somethiifg that s happened and can’t be helped? 
Anyway, Julia never sought to bnghten her httlc corner. 
She was always crabbed and fault -finding, and her good 
deeds vvouldn t fill a book. It may be unsisterly to say 
it, but she's not going to be missed so chcadfully. Chet 
and l*are cerl.imly not going to pmc away.” 

"And vvh.it about the brutal shooting of your other 
sisfer?” Markham was with ditliculty controlling his 
indignation. 

Sibella s eyelids narrowed perceptibly, and the lines of 
her face became set. But she erased the expression 
almost at once. 

“Well, Ada’s going to recover, isn't she?” Despite 
her effort, she was unable to keep a certain hardness out 
of her voice. “She'll have a nice long lest, and a »■ 
to wait on her. Am 1 expected to weep copio^p 
because of baby sister's escape ? ’* 

Vance, who had been closely watching this clash 
between Sibella and Markham, now took a hand in 
the conversation. 
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"My dear Markham, I can’t see what Miss Greene's 
sentiments have to do with the matter. Her attitude 
may not be strictly in accord with the prescribed conduct 
for young ladies on such occasions, but I feci sure she has 
excellent reasons for her point of view. Let us give over 
moralizing, and seek Miss Greene's assistance instead." 

The girl darted hi«a an amused, appreciative glance; 
and Markhafh made a gesture of indiflerent acquiescence. 
It was plain that he legarded the present inquiry as of 
little importance. 

Vance gave the girl an engaging smile. 

"It’s really my fault. Miss Greene, that we arc in¬ 
truding here,” he apologized. "It was I, d’ye see. that 
urged Mr. Markham to look into the case after your 
brother had expressed his disbelief in the burglar theory." 

She nodded understandingly. "Oh, Chet sometimes 
has excellent hunches. It’s one of his very few merits." 

“You, too, 1 gather, arc sceptical in regard to the 
burglar ? " 

" Sceptical ? " She gave a short laugh. " I’m down¬ 
right suspicious. I don’t know any burglars, though I’d 
dearly love to meet one; but I simply can’t bring my 
flighty brain to picture them going about tffeir fascinating 
occupation the way our little entertainer did last night.” 

"You positively tbnil me,” dec hired Vance. *'Y’sce, 
our minority ideas coincide perfectly." 

“Did Chet give you any intelligible explanation for 
his opinion ? ” she asked. 

"I’m afraid not. He was inclined to lay his feelings 
to metaphysical causes. His conviction was due. I t'ook 
it, to some kind of psychic visitation. He knew, but 
could not explain: he was sure, but had no proof. It 
was most indefinite—a bit esoteric, in fact.” 

"I’d never suspect Chet of spiritualistic leanings.” 
She shot her brother a tantalizing look. ’’He’s really 
deadly commonplace, when you get to know him.” 

"Oh, cut it, Sib," objected Chester irritably. “You 
yourself had a spasfh this morning when 1 told you the 
police were hot-footing it after a burglar." 

Sibclla made no answer. With a slight toss of the head 
she leaned over and threw her cigarette into the grate. 

"By the by, Miss Greene"—Vance spoke casually— 




''there has been considerable mystery about the dis¬ 
appearance of your brother's revolver. It has completely 
vanished from his desk drawer. I wonder if you have 
seen it about the house anywhere." 

At his mention of the gun Sibella stiffened slightly. 
Her eyes took on an expression of intentness, and the 
comers of her mouth lifted into a faintly ironical smile. 

"Chet's revolver has gone, has it?" Sbfe put tjie 
question colourlessly, as if her thoughts were elsewlfcre. 
"No ... I haven’t seen it." Then, after a momentary 
pause: "But it was in Chet's desk last week." 

Chester heaved himself forward angrily. 

"What were you doing in my desk last week?" he 
demanded. 

"Don't wax apoplectic," tlie # girl said carelessly. "I 
wasn't looking for love missives, I simply couldn't 
inytgine you in love, Chet. . . ." The idea seemed to 
amuse her. " I was only looking for that old emerald 
stick-pin you borrowed and never returned." 

"It's at the club," he explained sulkily. 

"Is it, really? Well, I didn't find it, anyway; but 
I did see the revolver. Are you quite sure it's 
gone ?" 

"Don't be absurd," the man growled. " I’ve searched 
everywhere for it. • • . Including your room," he added 
vengefuliy. 

"Oh, you would! But why did you admit having it 
in the nrst place?" Her tone was scornful. "Why 
involve yourself unnecessarily ?" 

Chester shifted vneasily. 

"This gentleman"—he again pointed impersonally 
to Heath—"asked me if I owned a revolver, and I 
told him 'yes.' If I hadn't, some of the servants or 
one of my loving family would have told him. And I 
thought the. truth was best." 

' Sibella smiled satirically. 

' "My older brother, you observe, is a model of all the 
old-fashioned virtues,'£she remarked tS Vance. But she 
was obviously distraite . The revolver episode had some- 
/ what shaken her self-assurance. 

"You say. Miss Greene, that the burglar idea does 
. not appeal to you." Vance was smoking languidly with 


58 ' THE GREENE HirSDER CASR 

I 

hall-closed eyes. " Can you think of any other explana- 
*■ tion for the tragedy?" 

The girl raised her head and regarded him calculatingly. 

"Because I don’t happen to believe in burglars that 
shoot women and sneak away without taking anything, 
it doesn’t mean that I can suggest alternatives. I’m not 
a policewoman—though I’ve often thought it would be 
jolly good* sport—and I had a vague idea it was the 
busftiess of the police to run down criminals. You don’t 
believe in the burglar cither, Mr. Vance, or you wouldn’t 
have followed up Chet’s hunch. Who do you think ran 
amuck here last night ? " , 

"My dear girl!” Vance raised a protesting hand. 
"If I had the foggiest idea I wouldn’t be .annoying you 
with impertinent questibns. I’m plodding with leaden 
feet in a veritable bog of ignorance." 

He spoke negligently, but Sibclla's eyes wore cloudfd 
with suspicion. Presently, however, she laughed gaily 
and held out her hand. 

"Another Rtgie, monsieur . I was on the verge of 
becoming serious; and 1 simply mustn’t become serious. 
It’s so frightfully boring. Besides, it gives one wrinkles. 
And I'm much too young for wrinkles.' 

.“Like Ninon de L’Enclos, you'll always be too young 
for wrinkles,” rejoined Vance, holding a match to her 
cigarette. “But perhaps you can suggest, without be¬ 
coming too serious, someone who might have had a 
reason for wanting to kill your two sisters." 

"Oh, as for that, I’d say we’d all come under sus¬ 
picion. We’re not an ideal home circle, by any rSeans. 
In fact, the Greenes are a queer collection. We don’t 
love one another the way a perfectly nice and proper 
family should. We're always at each other’s throats, 
bickering and fighting about something or other. It's 
rather a mess—this manage. It’s a wonder to me murder 
hasn’t been done long before. And we’ve all got to live 
here until 1932. or go it on our own; and, of course, 
none of us could nftke a decent living. A sweet paternal 
heritage I" 

* Sibclla was here referring to Tobias Greene's will, which stipulated not 
only that the Greene mansion should be maintained intact for twenty-five 
yau*Jbut that the legatees should live on the estate during that tine or become 
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. She smoked moodily for a few moments. 

“Yes, any one of us had ample reason to be mur¬ 
derously inclined toward all the others. Chet there 
would strangle me now if he didn't think the nervous 
aftermath of the act would spoil his golf—wouldn’t 
you, Chet dear? Rex regards us all as inferiors, and 
probably considers himself highly indulgent and altruistic 
not to have murdered us all long ago. And the on^y 
reason mother hasn't killed us is that she's paralysed 
and can’t manage it. Julia, too, for that matter, could 
have seen us all boiled in oil without turning a hair. 
And as for Ada,—her brows contracted and an extra¬ 
ordinary ferocity crept into her eyes—"she’d dearly 
love to see us all exterminated. She’s not really one of 
us, and she hates us. Nor wduld I myself have any 
scruples about doing away with the rest of my fond 
family. I've thought of it often, but I could never decide 
on a nice thorough method." She flicked her cigarette 
ash on the floor. " So there you are. If you're looking 
for possibilities you have them galore. There’s no one 
under this ancestral roof who couldn't qualify.” 

Though her words were meant to be satirical, I could 
not help feeling that a sombre, terrible truth underlay 
them. Vance, though apparently listening with amuse¬ 
ment, had, 1 knew, been absorbing every inflection of her 
voice and play of expression, in an effort to relate the 
details of her sweeping indictment to the problem in hand. 

"At any rate," he remarked olf-handedly, "you are 
an amazingly frank young woman. However, I shan’t 
recommend your surest just yet. I haven’t a particle of 
evidence against you, don’t y' know. Annoyin’, ain’t it ? ” 

“Oh, well," sighed the girl, in mock disappointment, 
“you may pick up a clue later on. There'll probably be 
another death or two around here before long. I’d hate 
to think the murderer would give up the job with so 
little really accomplished." 

At this point Doctor Von Blon entered the drawing¬ 
room. Chester rose t®greet him, and*the formalities of 
introduction were quickly over. Von Blon bowed with 
reserved cordiality; but I noted that his manner to 
Sibella, while pleasant, was casual in t ie extreme. I 
wondered a little about this, but 1 recalled that he waa 
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an old Mend of the family and probably took many of 
* the social amenities for granted. 

"What have you to report, doctor’*’ asked Markham. 
" Will we be able to question the young lady this after¬ 
noon?” 

"I hardly think there’d be any harm in it,” Von 
Blon returned, siting himself beside Chester. "Ad* 
h%s only a'httle reaction lever now, though she’s suffering 
fiotft shock, and is pretty weak from loss of blood.” 

Doctor Von blon was a suave, smooth-faced man of 
fo'ty, with small, almost feminine features and an air 
of unwavering amiability. Ills urban;ty struck me as 
too artificial—''professional” is perhaps the word—and 
there was something of the ambitious egoist about hull. 
But I was f.ir more attActed than repelled by'him. 

Yancc watched him attentively as he spoke. He was 
more anxious even than Heath, I think, to question thegul. 

"It was not a particularly serious wound, then?” 
Markham asked. 

"No, not serious,” the doctor assured him; "though 
it barely missed being fatal. Had tin* shot gone an inch 
deeper it would have torn across the lung. It was a 
very narrow escape.” 

"As I understand it,” interposed Vance, "the bullet 
travelled transversely over the left scapular region.” 

Von Blon inclined his head in agreement. 

" The shot was ob\ lously aimed at the heart^from the 
rear,” he explained, m his soft, modulated voice. "But 
Ada must have turned slightly to the right just jis.the 
revolver exploded; and the bullet, instead of going 
directly into her body, ploughed along the shoulder-blade 
at the level of the third dorsal vertebra, tore the capsular 
ligament, and lodged in the deltoid.” He indicated the 
location of the deltoid on lus own left arm. 

“She had,” suggested Vance, "apparently turned her 
back on her assailant and attempted to run away; and 
lie had followed her and placed the revolver almost 
against her baclff—Is that you# interpretation of it, 
doctor ? ” 

"Yes, that would seem to be the situation. And, an 
I said, at the crucial moment she veered a little, and 
thus saved her life." 
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“Would she have fallen immediately to the flow, 
despite the actual superficiality of the wound ?" ■> 

“ It's not unlikely. Not only would the pain have 
been considerable, but the shock must be taken into 
account. Ada—or, for that matter, any woman—might 
have fainted at once.” 

‘‘And it’s a reasonable presumptisn,” pursued Vance 
“that her assailant would have taken it -for granted 
that the shot had been fat al ?" •* 

“ We may readily assume that to lie the case.” 

Vance smoked a moment, his eyes averted. 

“Yes,” he agreed, “I think we may assume that.— 
And another ]>oint suggests itself. Since Miss Ada was 
in front of the dressing-table, a considerable distance 
from tin? lied, and since the wunpon was held practically 
against her, the encounter would setm to take on tho 
%iturc of a deliberate attack, lather than a haphazard 
shot fired by someone in a panic.” 

Von Blon looked shrewdlv at Vance, and then turned 
a questioning gaze upon Heath. 1 -or a moment lie was 
silent, as if weighing his reply, and when he spoke it 
was vith guarded reserve. 

“Of course, **ne might interpret the situation that 
way. Indeed, the facts would seem to indicate such a 
conclusion. But, on the other hand, the intruder might 
have been very close to Ada; and tho tact that the 
bullet entered her left shoulder at a particulaily vital 
point rilay have been the purest accident.” 

“Quite true,” conceded Vance. “However, if the 
irltalif premeditation is to be abrogated, we must account 
for tho fact that the lights were on in the room when 
the butler entered immediately after the shooting.” 

Von Blon showed the keenest astonishment at this 
statement. 

“The iights were on? That's most remarkablel” 
His brow crinkled into a perplexed frown, and he ap¬ 
peared to be assimilating Vance's information. "Still,” ho 
argued, “ that very ^ct may account for the shooting. 
If tho intruder had entered a lighted room he may have 
fired at the occupant lest his description be given to the 
police later.” 

"Oh, quite!" murmured Vance. “Anyway, let us 
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hope we’ll learn the explanation when we've seen and 
wpoken to Mias Ada." 

' "Well, why don’t we get to it?" grumbled Heat£, 
whose ordinarily inexhaustible stock of patience had 
begun to ran low. 

"You’re so hasty, Sergeant," Vance chided him. 
"Doctor Von Blomhas just told us that Miss Ada ie 
venr weak * and anything we can learn beforehand Will 
spaJr^her just so many questions." 

"All I want to find out,” expostulated Hcatlf, “is 
if she got a look at the bird that shot her and can give 
me a description of him." , 

" That being the case, Sergeant, I fear you are doomed 
to have your ardent hopes dashed to the ground." 

Heath chewed viciously on his cigar; and Vance 
turned again to Von Blon. 

"There’s one other question I’d like to ask, doctoa. 
How long was it after Miss Ada had been wounded 
before you examined her?” 

"The butler’s already told us, Mr. Vance,” interposed 
Heath impatiently. “The doctor got here in half an 
hour.” 

"Yes, that’s about right.” Von Blon’s^one was smooth 
and matter-of-fact. "1 was unfortunately out on a call 
when Sproot phoned, but 1 returned about fifteen 
minutes later, and hurried right over. Luckily I live 
near here—in East 48U1 Street.” 

"And was Miss Ada still unconscious when yon 
arrived?" 

"Yes. She had lost considerable blood. The rook, 
however, had put a towel-compress on the wound, wliich 
of course helped." 

Vance thanked him and rose. 

"And now, if you’ll be good enough to take us to 
your patient, we’ll be very grateful." 

“As little excitement as jxissible, you understand," 
admonished Von Blon, as he got up and led the way 
upstairs. 

Sibella and Chester seemed undecided about accom¬ 
panying us; but as I turned into the hall I saw A look 
of interrogation flash between them, and a moment fate* 
they too joined ns in the upper hall. * 
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Chapter VI An Accusation 

[Tuesday, November gth ; 4 pm) 

Ada Gritm ’s room was simply, almost severely, fur¬ 
nished but tlwrc was a neatness atoout it, combined 
Wttil little touches of feminine decoration, th<ft reflected 
the eye its ouupant liael bestowed upon it l^tfie 
left, War the door thit lid into the dicssing-room com- 
municitm< with Airs Gictncs chambti was a single 
mahoganv bid of simple disign and bt\ond it was 
the flooi thit opined up in the stone bill on v To the 
right, biside tin window st ml the dre->-.m., t iblt and 
on the anfln r (olouit d ( him m 1 lx fore it thiri showed 
a large 11 rigul 1 blown tun wlmc the wounded girl 
li^l lam iu tin untie ol the light w ill w is m oil 
'1 udoi fu 1 pi a« with a lit h e tk p ini lit d m in*cl 

Aswi intend tin ill in tin Ixd looki l it 11s inquisi¬ 
tive!}, and a shju flush ul >uied hi r pdi 1 links whe 
lay On lui right sidi 11< mg the dinu hti lui.ili^id 
shoulder Mippoitid bv pillows in 1 hit lift hind slun 
and wluti n^tufi' lip >11 tin blui ii uud imirlit \ 
remnant ot hi 1 ii 11 ol tlu nuht biton siemid slill to 
linger in lui l>hit eves 

Doctor Von f»lon went to her mil sitt.ng down on 
the edge ol the lx d pi utd lush mo on heis liib manner 
was at oflti piote'etivi md linpu onal 

"Tin e gent It nun w mt to «i‘k vou a few questions, 
Ada,’*he explain d, with a ri issunng smile, and as 
you wue so much stronger this ifteinoon I brought 
them up. Do you fiel equal to it ? " 

She nexldtd her head wtanlv, her eves on the doctor. 

Vanoe, who had pau>ul b\ the nuntil to inspect 
the hand-carving of the quadiaj, now turned and ap¬ 
proached tile heel. 

"Sergeant,* he said, "if }OU don’t mind, let me talk 
to Mias Greene first ’’ 

Hqath realized, I think, that the situ ition called for 
tocMmd dehcacy, and it w.is typie il of the man’s funda- 
bigness that he at once stepped aside. 

"Mis# Greene," said Vance, in a quitt, genial voice. 
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drawing up a small chair beside the bed, "we’re very 
anxious to clear up the mystery about last night's 
tragedy; and, as you are the only person who is in a 
position to help us, we want you to recall for us, as 
nearly as you can, just what happened." 

The girl took a deep breath. 

"It—it was awful,'’ she said weakly, looking straight 
ahead. "After I had gone to sleep—I don't know just 
wha-. time—something woke me up. I can’t tell you 
what it was; but all of a sudden I was wide awake, and 
the strangest ieelmg came over me. . . ." She closed 
her eyes, and an involuntary shudder swept her body. “ It 
was as though someone were in the room, threatening 
me. . . ." Her voice faded away into an awed silence. 

"Was the room dark!" Vance asked gently.* 

"Pitch-dark.” Slowly she turned hei eyes to him. 
"That’s why I was so frightened. 1 couldn’t sec any¬ 
thing, and I imagined theie was a ghost—or evil spirit— 
near me. I tried to call out, but 1 couldn't make a sound. 
My throat felt dry and—and stiff." 

"Typical constriction due to fright, Ada,” explained 
Von Blon. "Many people can’t speak when they’re 
frightened.—Then what happened ? " . 

"I lay trembling for a few minutes, but not a sound 
came from anywhere in the room. Yet I knew—I knew — 
somebody, or something, that meant to harm me was 
here. ... At last I forced myself to get up—very 
quittly. I wanted to turn on the lights—the darkness 
frightened me so. And after a wliile I was standing up 
beside the bed here. Then, for the first time, I could see 
the dim light of the windows; and it made things seem 
more real somehow. So I began to grope my way towards 
the electric switch there by the door. I had only gone a 
little way when ... a hand . . . touched me. . . 

Her lips were trembling, and a look of horror came into 
her wide-open eyes. 

"I—I was so stunned," she struggled on, "I hardly 
know what I did. • Again I tried to scream, but I couldn’t 
even open my lips. And then I turned and ran away 
from the — the thing — toward the window. I had almost 
reached it when 1 heard someone coming after me—a 
queer, shuffling sound—and I knew it was the end. . • • 
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There was an awful noise, and something hot struck the 
back of my shoulder. I was suddenly nauseated; the light 
of the window disappeared, and I felt myself sinking 
down—deep. . . ." 

When she ceased speaking a tense silence fell on the 
room. Her account, for all its simplicity, had been tre¬ 
mendously graphic. Like a gicat actfess she had man¬ 
aged to convey to her listeners the very emotional csscucg 
of her story. ,r 

Vance waited several moments before speaking. 

"It was frightful experiencet" he mujmured s>m- 
pathetically. “I wish it w.isn't necessaiy to wony you 
about details, buf there are sc\ oral jxnnts i d hkc to go 
over with you.” 

* She smilcij faintly in appreciation of Ins considcratc- 
ness, and waited. 

‘ 4 If you tri«*d hard, do you tlnnk you could lecall what 
wakened you?” he asked. 

"No—there wasn't any sound that 1 can roincndicr." 

“Did you leave youi door unlinked la-t night?" 

"I think so. I don't generally lo» k it.” 

"And you heard no door open or tlose— anvwhere?" 

"No, none, thing in the house was perfectly 

still." 

"And yet you knew that someone was in the room. 
How was that?" Vance's voice, though gentle, was 
persistent. 

" J—dofi’t know . , . and yet there must have been 
something that told me.” 

"Lxllctly! Now try to think." Vance bent a little 
nearer to the troubled girl. " A soft breathing perhaps— 
a slight gust of air as the person moved by your bed— a 
faint odour of perfume ... ? " 

She frowned painfully, as if trying to recall the elusive 
cause of her dread. 

"I can’t think—I can’t remember.” Her voice was 
scarcely audible. "I was so terribly frightened.” 

"If only we could fcnee the source?” Vance glanced 
at the doctor, who nodded undcrstandmgly, and said: 

"Obviously some association whose stimulus went 

unrecognized." 

"Did you fed, Miss Greene, that you knew the person 




who was here ? ” continued Vance. " That is to Say, was 
it a familiar presence ? '* 

" I don’t know exactly. I only know I was afraid of it. ” 

"But you heard it move towards you after you had 
risen and fled towards the window. Was there any famili¬ 
arity in the sound ? ” 

"No!'' l-or tie first time she spoke with emphasis. 
"It was just footsteps—soft, sliding footsteps.” 

V'jf course, anyone might have walked that way in 
the dark, or a person in lx*droom slipjHirs. . . 

"It was only a few steps—and then came the awful 
noise and burning.” 

Vance waited a moment. 

"Try very hard to retail those steps—or rather your 
impression of them. Would you say they wwc the stej« 
of a man or a woman ? ” 

An added pallor overspread the girl’s face; and Jicr 
frightened eyes ran over all the occupants of the room. 

Her breathing, I noticed, had quickened; and twice 
she parted her lips as if to speak, but checked herself each 
time. At last she said in a low tremulous voice: 

" I don’t know—I haven’t the slightest idea.” 

A short, high-strung laugh, bitter«nd sneering, burst 
from Sibella; and all eyes were turned in amazed atten¬ 
tion in her direction. She stood rigidly at the foot of the 
bed, her face Hushed, her hands tightly clenched at her 
side. 

"Why don’t you tell them you recognized my foot¬ 
steps?” she demanded ol her sister in biting tones. 
" You had every intention of doing so. Haven’t*you got 
courage enough left to lie—you sobbing little cat ? " 

Ada caught her breath and seemed to draw herself 
nearer to the doctor, who gave Sibella a stern, admonitory 
look. 

"Oh, I say. Sib! Hold your tongue." It was Chester 
who broke the startled silence Uiat followed the out¬ 
break. 

Sibella shrugged her shoulders and walked to the 
window; and Vance again turned his attention to the 
girl on the bed, continuing his questioning as if nothing 
had happened. 

“ There’s one more point, Miss Greene.” His tone was 
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<!v®n gentler than before. '‘When you groped your way 
across the room toward the switch, at what point did you 
come in contact with the unseen person ?" 

.. ‘‘About half-way to the door—just beyond that 
centre-table." 

"You say a hand touched you. But how did it touch 
you ? Did it shove you, or try to talfc hold of you ? ’* 

She shook her head vaguely. m _ 

"Not exactly. I don't know how to explain lvout I 
seemed to walk into the hand, as though it were out¬ 
stretched—reaching for me." 

"Would you «iy it was a large hand or a small one? 
Did you, for instance, get the impression of strength ? " 

There was another silence. Again the girl’s respiration 
quickened, «and she cast a frightened glance at Sibella, 
who stood staring out into the black, swinging branches 
orthe trees in the side yard. 

"I don’t know—oh, 1 don’t know!** Her words were 
like a stifled cry of anguish. " I didn’t notice. It was all 
so sudden—so horrible." 

"But try to think," urged Vance's low, insistent 
voice. "Surely you got some impression. Was it a man’s 
hand, or a womairs? " 

Sibella now came swiftly to the bod. her cheeks very 
pale, her eyes blaring. For a moment she glared at the 
stricken girl; then she turned resolutely to Vance. 

" You Risked me downstairs if 1 had any idea as to who 
might have done the shooting. I didn't answer you then, 
but I’ll answer you now. I’ll tell you who’s guilty! ’’ She 
jerked her head coward the l>ed, and pointed a quivering 
finger at the still figure lying there. " There's the guilty 
one—that snivelling little outsider, that sweet angelic 
little snake in the grass!" 

So incredible, so unexpected, was this accusation that 
for a time no one in the room spoke. A groan burst from 
Ada’s lips, and she clutched at the doctor's hand with a 
spasmodic movement of despair. 

"Oh, Sibella—howfcould you!** she breathed. 

Von Blon had stiffened, and an angry light came into 
his eyes. But before he could speak Sibella was rushing 
on with her illogical, astounding indictment, 
v "Oh, she's the one who did itl And she's deceiving 
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you just as she’s always tried to deceive the rest of US. 
She hates us—she’s hated us ever since father brought 
her into thi6 house. She resents us—the things we have, 
the very blood in our veins. Heaven knows what blood's 
in hers. She hates us because she isn't our equal. She’d 
gladly see us all murdered. She killed Julia first, because 
Julia ran the house and saw to it that she did something 
tb earn Mr livelihood. She despises us; and she planned 
to gtv'iid of us.” 

The girl on the bed looked piteously from one to the 
other of us. There was no resentment in her eves; she 
appeared stunned and unbelieving, as ij she doubted the 
reality of what she had heard. 

"Most interestin',” drawled Vance. It was his ironic 
tone, more than the wtfrds themselves, that focused all 
eyes on him. He had been watching Sibclla during her 
tirade, and his gaze was still on her. 

"You seriously accuse your sister of doing the shoot¬ 
ing ? ” He spoke now in a pleasant, almost fuendly, voice. 

" I do 1 ’’ she declared brazenly. ” She hates us all." 

"As far as that goes,” smiled Vance, " I haven’t noticed 
a superabundance of love and atfection in any of the 
Greene family.” His tone was withAit offence. "And 
do you base your accusation on anything specific. Miss 
Greene ? ” 


"Isn’t it specific enough that she wants us all out of 
the way, that she thinks she would have evorythmg— 
ease, luxury, freedom—if there wasn't anyone else to 
inherit the Greene money ? ” 

“ Hardly specific enough to warrant a direct accusation 
of so heinous a character.—And by the by, Miss Greene, 
just how would you explain the method of the crime if 
called as a witness in a court of law? You couldn’t alto¬ 
gether ignore the fact that Miss Ada herself was shot in 
the bade, don’t y’ know ? ’* 

For the first time the sheer impossibility of the accusa¬ 
tion seemed to strike Sibclla. She became sullen; and 
her mouth settled into a contour^ angry bafflement. 

"As I told you once before, I’m not a policewoman/' 
she retorted. "Crime isn’t my speciality." 

"Nor logic either apparently." A whimsical note 
crept into Vance's voice. " But perhaps I mi sin terp ret 





year accusation. Did you mean to imply that Miss Ada 
Shot your sister Julia, and that someone else—party or ' 
parties unknown, I believe the phrase is—shot Miss Ada 
immediately afterwards—in a spirit of vengeance, per¬ 
haps? A crime a quatre tnains, so to speak ? ” 

Sibella’s confusion was obvious, but her stubborn 
wrath had in no wise abated. 

" Well, if that was the way it happened.” she^untered 
malevolently, “it's a rotten shame they didn't 'SB the 
job better.” 

“The blunder may at least prove unfortunate for 
somebody," suggested Vance pointedly. "Still, 1 hardly 
think we can seriously entertain the double-culprit theory. 
Both of your sisters, d’ye see, were shot with the same 
gun—a ‘3^ jrevolver—within a fow minutes of each other. 
I’m afraid that we'll have to be content with one guilty 
person.” 

Sibella’s manner suddenly became sly and calculating. 

"What kind of a gun was yours, Chet ?" she asked her 
brother. 

"Oh, it was a ‘32, all right—an old Smith and Wesson 
revolver." Chester was painfully ill at east*. 

“Was it. indeed? Well, that’s that.” She turned her 
back on us and went again to the window. 

The tension in the room slackened, and Von Blon 
leaned solicitously over the wounded girl and rearranged 
the pillows. 

"Everyone’s upset. Ada." he said soothingly. "You 
mustn't worry about what's happened. Sibella’II be sorry 
to-mofrow and make amends. This affair has got on 
everybody’s nerves.” 

The girl gave him a grateful glance, and seemed to 
relax under his administrations. 

After a moment he straightened up and looked at 
Markham. 

"I hope you gentlemen are through—for to-day, at 
least.” 

Both Vance and Maakham had riseB, and Heath and 
I had followed suit; but at that moment Sibella strode 
toward us again. 

"Waitl " she commanded imperiously. "I’ve just 
thought of something. Chet’s revolver 1 I know where 
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it went .—She took it." Again she pointed accusingly at 
Ada. "I saw her in Chet’s room the other day, and I 
wondered then why she was snooping about there." She 
gave Vance a triumphant Jeer. "That's specific, isn’t it? ” 
"What day was this, Miss Greene?" As before, his 
calmness seemed to counteract the effect of her venom. 


“What day? I‘don't remember exactly. Last week 
some timit" 

"Tfct/day j’ou were looking for your emerald pin, 
perhaps ?" 

Sibella hesitated; then said angrily: "I don’t recall. 
Why should I remember the exact time? All 1 know is 
that, as 1 was passing down the hall, I glanced into Chet’s 
room—the door was half open—and 1 saw her in there 


. . . by the desk." 

"And was it unusual to see Miss Ada in your brother's 
room ?" Yancc spoke without any particular interest* 
"She never goes into any of our rooms," declared 


Sibella. "Except Rex’s, sometimes. Julia told her long 


ago to keep out of them." 

Ada gave her sister a look of infinite entreaty. 

"Oh, Sibella,” she moaned; "what have I ever done 
to make you dislike me so ?" 

"What have you done!" The other's voice was harsh 
and strident, and a look almost demoniacal smouldered 


in her levelled eyes. "Everything! Nothing! Oh, 
you’re clever—with your quiet, sneaky ways, and your 
patient hang-dog look, and your goody-goody "manner. 
But you don’t pull the wool over my eyes. You’ve been 
hating all of us ever since you came here. And you’ve 
been waiting for the chance to kill us, planning and 

scheming—you vile little-” 

“Sibella!’’ to was Von Blon's voice that, like the lash 
of a whip, cut in on this unreasoned tirade. “ That will be 
enough 1 ” He moved forward, .and glanced menacingly 
into the girl's eyes. I was almost as astonished at his 
attitude as I liad been at her wild words. There was 
a curious intima?y in his manner—an implication of 
familiarity which struck me as unusual even for a family 
physician of his long and friendly standing. Vance 
noticed it too, for his eyebrows went up slightly and he 


watched the scene with intense interest. 
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“You’ve become hysterical,” Von Blon said, without 
lowering his minatory* gaze. “You don’t realize what - 
you’ve been saying.” 

I felt he would have expressed himself far more forcibly 
if strangers had not been present. But his words had 
their effect. Sibella dropped her eyes, and a sudden 
change came over her. She covered her face with her 
hands, anil hi whi le bo ly shook with sobs. V 

“I’m—sorry. 1 was mad—and sillv—to s iy*such 

tilings.” 

“You’d better ike SiU-lla to ler loom, Chi iter.” 
Von Blon hud a r lim'd his p don il tone. 'This 
business has been t«*> mud >r h- 

The girl turned w ut and went out, 

followed*by Chester. 

“Those modern women—a >n Blon com¬ 
mented laeonii allv. Then h 1 on Ada’s 

forehead. “Now. young la. > eive you 

something to make you shvp ilenient.” 

He had scarcely opened hi t. > prepare 

the draught when a shrill, omp ne drifted 

clearly to us from the next i mi: ; 1 lirst time 

I noticed that till* door of th little oom which 

communicated with Mrs. Greene's quarter* ns slightly 


ajar. 

“What's all the trouble now* 11 .isn't there been 
enough disturbance already without these noisy scenes in 
my very ear? But it doesn't matter, of course, how much 
1 sufler. . . . Nurse! Shut those doors into Ada’s 
room. You had no business to leave them open when you 
knew I was trying to get a little rest. You did it on pur¬ 
pose to annoy me. . . . And, nurse! Tell the doctor I 


must see him before he goes. I have those stabbing pains 
in my spine again. But who thinks about me, lying 
here paralysed-?” 

The doors were closed softly, and the fretful voice was 
cut off from us. 


" She could have had the doors doffed a long time ago 
if she’d really wanted them closed,” said Ada wearily, a 


look of distress on her drawn white face. “Why, Doctor 
Von, does she always pretend that everyone deliberately 
makes her suffer? ” 
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Von Blcn sighed. “I’ve told yon, Ada, that you 
• mustn’t take your mother’s tantrums too seriously. Her 
irritability and complaining are part of her disease.” 

We bade the girl good-bye, and the doctor walked with 
us into the hall. 

"I'm afraid you didn’t learn much,” he remarked, 
almost apologetically. " It's most unfortunate Ada didn't 
get a loofceat her assailant." He addressed himself to 
Meat*k- r Did you, by the way, look in the dining-room 
wall-safe to make sure nothing was missing ? You knoUL 
there’s one there behind the big niello over the mantel. 

"One of the first places we inspected.” The sergeant's 
voice was a bit disdainful. "And that reminds me, doc: 
I want to send a man up in the morning to look for 
finger-prints in Miss Ada’s room.” * 

Von Blon, agreed amiably, and held out liis hand to 
Markham. • 

"And if there’s any way I can be of service to you 
or the police,” he added pleasantly, "please call on 
me. I’ll be only too glad to help. I don’t sec just what 
I can do, but one never knows." 

Markham thanked him, and we descended to the 
lower hall. Sproot was waiting to help*us with our coats, 
and a moment later we were in the District Attorney’s 
car ploughing our way through the snowdrifts. 


Chapter VII 1 Vance Argues ftiE Cash 

(Tuesday, November qth ; 5 p.tn.) 

It was nearly five o’clock when we reached the Criminal 
Courts Building. Swacker had lit the old bronze-and- 
cbina chandelier of Markham’s private office, and an 
atmosphere of eerie gloom pervaded the room. 

"Not a nice family, Markham, old dear,” sighed 
Vance, lying back in one of the deep leather-upholstered 
chairs. " Decidedly not a nice family. A family run to 
seed, its vigour vitiated. If tho»hcrcdit'ry sires of the 
contempor’ry Greenes could rise from their sepulchre* 
and look in upon their present progeny, my word! wh*t 
a jolly good shock they’d have I . . . Funny thing how 
these old families degenerate under the environment of 
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case and idleness. There are the Wittelbachs, and the 
Romanoffs, and the Julian-Claudian boose, and the 
Abbasside dynasty—all examples of phyletic disin¬ 
tegration. . . . And it's the same with nations, don’t 
y' know. Luxury and unrestrained indulgence are cor¬ 
ruptin' influences. Look at Rome under the soldier 
emperors, and Assyria under Sardaaapalus, and Egypt 
under the later Ramessids, and the Vandal African 
empire under Gclimer. It's very distressin’." 

“ Your erudite observations might be highly absorbing 
to the social historian," grumbled Markham, with an 
undisguised show of irritability; "but I can't say they're 
particularly edifying, or even relevant, in the present 
circumstances." 

"I wouldn't be too positive or. that point," Vance 
returned easily. "In fact, I submit, for your earnest 
atid profound consideration, the temjicramcnts and 
internal relationships of the Greene clan, as pointers 
.upon the dark road of the present investigation. . . . 
Really, y* know”—he assumed a lmraoursome tone— 
"it’s most unfortunate tliat you and the sergeant are 
so obsessed with the idea of social justice and that sort 
of thing; for society would be much better off if such 
families as the Greenes were exterminated. Still, it’s a 
fascinatin’ problem—most fascinatin’." 

" I regret I can’t share your enthusiasm for it." Mark¬ 
ham spoke with asperity. "The crime strikes me as 
sordid dhd commonplace. And if it hadn’t been for your 
interference I'd have sent Chester Greene on his way 
this Jhoming with some tactful platitudes. But you had 
to intercede, with your cryptic innuendoes and mysterious 
head-waggings; and I foolishly let myself be drawn into 
it. Well, I trust you had an enjoyable afternoon. As for 
myself, I have three hours' accumulated work before me." 

His complaint was an obvious suggestion that we take 
ourselves off; but Vance showed no intention of going. 

"Oh, I shan’t depart just yet," he announced, with 
a bantering smile. *1 couldn't bring myself to leave 
you in your present state of grievous error. You need 
-guidance, Markham; and I've quite made up my mind 
to pour out my flutterin’ heart to you and the sergeant." 
t M arkh a m frowned. He understood Vance so well that 
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he knew the other’s levity was only snperficial—that, 
'indeed, it cloaked some particularly serious -purpose. 
And the experience of a long, intimate friendship had 
taught him that Vance’s actions—however unreasonable 
they might appear—were never the result of an idle whiiu. 

“Very well,” he acquiesced. “But I'd be grateful 
for an economy of r.-ords." 

Vance »“hod mournfully. 

*’Yfeu* attitude is so typical of Ihe spirit of breathless 
speed existing in this restless day.” lie hxed an inquisi- 
live gaze on Heath. “Tell roe. Sergeant: you saw the 
body of Julia Greene, didn’t you?” 

“ Sure, I saw it.” 

“Was her position in the bed a natural one?” 

“How do I know ho*~ she generally laid in bed?” 
Heath was restive and in bad humour. “She was half 
sitting up, with a coupla pillows under her shoulder*, 
and the covers pulled up.” 

“Nothing unusual about her attitude?” 

“ Not that I could see. There hadn’t been a struggle, 
if that \s what you mean.” 

“And her hands: were they outside or under the 
covers ? ” 

Heath looked up, mildly astonished. 

“They were outside. And, now that you mention it, 
they had a tight hold on the spread.” 

"Clutching it, in fact?” 

“Well, yes.” 

Vance leaned forward quickly. 

"And her face. Sergeant? Had she been shot ih her 
sleep ?” 

"It didn’t look that way. Her eyes were wide open, 
staring straight ahead.” 

“Her eyes were open and staring,” repeated Vance, 
a note of eagerness coming into his voice. “ What would 
you say her expression indicated? Fear? Horror? 
Surprise ? ” 

Heath regarded * Vance shrewdly. “Well, it mighta 
been any one of 'em. Her mouth was open, like as if 
she was surprised at something." 

“And she was clutching the spread with both hands." 
Vance’s look drifted into space. Then slowly he roe© 
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and walked the length of the office and back, his head 
down. He halted in front of the District Attorney V 
desk, and leaned over, resting both hands on the back 
of a c hair. 

"Listen, Markham. There’s something terrible and 
unthinkable going on in that house. No haphazard 
unknown assassin came in by the f«ont door last night 
and shot down those two women. The crime *,,as planned 
—thought out. Someone lay in wait—someone vrtio 
knew his way about—knew where the light-switches 
were, knew when everyone was asleep, knew when the 
servants had retired—knew just when and how to strike 
the blow. Some deep, awful motive lies behind that 
crime. There are depths lxnt.ith depths in what hap¬ 
pened la^t night—obscure fetij ihamlx-rs of the human 
soul. Blade hatreds, unnatural desires, hideous impulses, 
obscene ambitions are at the bottom ot it; and you 
are only playing into the murderer’s hands when you 
bit baik and refuse to see its significance.” 

His voice had a curious hushed quality, and it was 
difficult to believe that this was the habitually debonair 
and cynical Vance. 

"That house te polluted, Maikliam. It’s crumbling 
in decay—not niuti rial decay, pcihaps, but a putie- 
faction far more terrible. The \ery heart and essence 
of that old house is rotting awav. Ami all the inmates 
arc lotting with it, disintegrating in spun anil mind and 
character. Th<y’\elx*en |»oHuted by the\uy atmosphere 
tliev'ic created. This crime, which you take so lightly, 
was lnevitabli in such a sotting. 1 only wonder it was 
not more terrible, more \ lie. It maikcd one ol the tertiary 
stages of the general dissolution of that abnormal 
establishment.” 

lie paused, and ext null'd his hand in a hopeless gesture. 

"Think of the situation. That old, lonely, spacious 
house, exuding the musty atmosphere of dead genera¬ 
tions, faded inside and out, run down, dingy, tilled with 
ghosts of another dfty, standing there in its ill-kept 
grounds, lapped by the duty waters ot the nver. . . . 
And then tliink of those six ill-soited restless, unhealthy 
beings conijx'lled to live there m daily contact foi a 
quarter of a century—such was old Tobias Grecne’v 







perverted idealism. And they’ve lived there, day in and 
•day out, in that mouldy miasma of antiquity—unfit 
to meet the conditions of any alternative, too weak or 
too cowardly to strike out alone; held by an undermining 
security and a corrupting ease; growing to hate the very 
sight of one another, brooming bitter, spiteful, jealous, 
vicious; wearing down each other’s nerves to the raw; 
consumed ^zith resentment, aflame with hate, thinking 
evil—complaining, fighting, snarling, . . . Then, at last, 
the breaking point—the logical, ineluctable figuration of 
all this self-feeding, ingrowing hatred." 

"All of that is easy to understand," agreed Markham. 
"But, after all, your conclusion is wnolly theoretic, 
not to say literary.—By what tangible links do you 
connect last night’s shooty'ng with the admittedly abnor¬ 
mal situation at the Greene mansion?" 

"There are no tangible links—that’s the horror 
it. But the joinders are there, however shadowy. I 
began to sense them the minute I entered the house; 
and all this afternoon I was reaching for them blindly. 
But they eluded me at every turn. It was like a house 
of mazes and false passages and trap-doors and reeking 
oubliettes: nothing normal, nothing sane—a house in 
a nightmare, peopled by strange, abnormal creatures, 
each reflecting the subtle, monstrous horror that broke 
forth last night and went prowling about the old hall¬ 
ways. Didn't you sense it ? Didn’t you see the vague 
shape of this abomination continually flash out ’and dis¬ 
appear as we talked to these people and watched them 
battling against their own hideous thoughts and sus- - 
picions ? ” 

Markham moved uneasily and straightened a pile of 
papers before him. Vance’s unwonted gravity had 
affected him. 

."I understand perfectly what you mean,” he said. 
"But I don’t see that your impressions bring us any 
nearer to a new theory of the crime. The Greene mansion 
is unhealthy—thatfe granted—an&so, no doubt, are the 
people in it. But I'm afraid you’ve been oversusceptible 
to its atmosphere. You talk as if last night’s crime 
were comparable to the poisoning orgies of the Borgias, 
or the Marquise de Brinvifliers affair, or the murder; of 




thnsas and Germanicus, or the suffocation of the York 
princes in the Tower. I'll admit the setting is consonant 
with that sort of stealthy, romantic crime; but, after 
all, housebreakers and bandits are shooting people sense¬ 
lessly every week throughout the country, in very much 
the same way the two Greene women were shot.” 

“You're shutting your eyes to tHfc facts, Markham,” 
Vance declared earnestly. “You’re overlooking several 
strange features of last night's crime—the horrified 
astounded attitude of Julia at the moment of death; 
the illogical interval between the two shots; the fact 
that the lights.were on in both rooms; Ada’s story of 
that hand reaching for her; the absence of any signs 
of a forced entry-” 

"What .about those footprints in the snow?” in¬ 
terrupted Heath’s matter-of-fact voice. 

•“What about them, indeed?" Vance wheeled about. 
“ They're as incomprehensible as the rest of this hideous 
business. Someone walked to and from the house within 
a half-hour of the crime; but it was someone who knew 
he could get in quietly and without disturbing anyone. 

“There's nothing mysterious about that,” asserted 
the practical sergeant. “ There are four servants in the 
house, and any one of 'cm could've been in on the job." 

Vance smiled ironically. 

“And this accomplice in the house, who so generously 
opened Jhe front door at a specified hour, failed to inform 
the intruder where the loot was, and omitted to acquaint 
him with the arrangement of the house; with the result 
that,’ once he was inside, he went astray, overlooked the 
dining-room, wandered upstairs, went groping about the 
hall, got lost in the various bedrooms, had a seizure of 
panic, shot two women, turned on the lights by switches 
hidden behind the furniture, made his way downstairs 
without a sound when Sproot was within a few feet &f 
him, and walked out the front door to freedom! . . . 
A strange burglar. Sergeant. And an even stranger 
inside accomplice.—Ifb; your explanation won’t do— 
decidedly it won't do.” He turned back to Markham. 
“And the only way you'll ever find the true explanation 
for those shootings is by understanding the unnatural 
situation that exists in the house itself.” 
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it we know the situation, Vance," Markham argued 
patiently. "I’ll admit it's an unusual one. But it's not 
necessarily criminal. Antagonistic human elements are 
often thrown togetner; and a mutual hate is generated 
as a result. But mere hate is rarely a motive for murder; 
and it certainly does not constitute evidence of criminal 
activity." 

"Perhaps € not. But hatred and enforced propiuquity 
may breed all manner of abnormalities—outrageous 
passions, abominable evils, devilish intrigues. And in 
|he present case there arc any number of curious and 
sinister facts that need explaining-" 

"Ah! Now you're becoming more tangible. Just what 
are these facts that call for explanation ? " 

Vance lit a cigarette anti sat down on the edge of the 
table. 

"For instance, why did Chester Greene come here ifl 
the first place and solicit your help? Because of the 
disappearance of the gun? Maybe; but I doubt if it 
is the whole explanation. And what about the gun 
itself? Did it disappear? Or did Chester secrete it? 
Deuced queer about the gun. And Si be! la said she saw it 
last week. But did she see it? We'll know a lot more 
about the case when we can trace the peregrinations of 
that revolver.—And why did Chester hear the first shot 
so readily, when Rex, in the next room to Ada's, says be 
failed to hear the second shot?—And that long interval 
between the two reports will need some explaining.—And 
there's Sproot—the multilingual butler who happened to 
be reading Martial—Martial, by all that's holy!—when 
the grim business took place, and came directly to the 
scene without meeting or hearing anyone.—And just 
what significance attaches to the pious Hemming's 
oracular pronouncements about the I-ord of hosts smiting 
the Greenes as He did the children of Babylon? She 
has some obscure religious notion in her head—which, 
after all, may not bg so obscure.—And the German cook: 
there's a woman with, as we euphemistically say, a 
past. Despite her phlegmatic appearance, she’s not of 
the servant class; yet she's been feeding the Greenea 
dutifully for over a dozen years. You recall her explana¬ 
tion of how she came to the Greenes? Her husband 
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was a friend of old Tobias's; and Tobias gave orders 
she was to remain as cook as long as she desired. She 
needs explaining, Markham—and a dashed lot of it.— 
And Rex, with his projecting parietals and his wambly 
body and his periodic fits. Why did he get so excited 
when wc questioned him? He certainly didn’t act like 
an innocent and uncomprehending spectator of an 
attempted burglary.—And again I mentiqp the lights. 
Who turned them on, and why? And in both rooansl 
In Julia’s room before the shot was fired, for she evidently 
saw the assassin and understood his purpose; and ii^ 
Ada’s room, after the shooting! Those are facts whiefl 
fairly shriek fox explanation; lor without an explanation 
they’re mad, irrational, utterly incredible.—And why 
wasn’t •Yon Won at home in the middle of Die night 
when Spfoot phoned him? Anti hmv did it happen lie 
jievcrthrlcss arrived so promptly? Coincidence? . . . 
And, by the by, Sergeant: was that double set of foot¬ 
prints like the single ?qx>or of the* doctor’s?" 

" There wasn't any way of telling. The snow' was too 
flaky." 

"They probably don’t matter particularly, anyhow . 0 
Vance again faced Markham and resumed his recapitula¬ 
tion. "And then there are the points of dificrcucc in 
these two attacks. Julia w;is shot from the front when 
she was in bed, whereas Ada was shot m the back after 
she had risen from bed, although the murderer had ample 
time td go to her and take aim while she was still lying 
down. Why did lie wait silently until the girl got up and 
appAiachcd him? How did he dare wait at all after 
he had killed Julia and alarmed the house? Does that 
strike you as panic? Or as cooldieadcdncss?—And 
how did Julia’s door come to be unlocked at that-par¬ 
ticular time? That’s something I especially want clarified. 
—And perhaps you noticed, Markham, that Chester 
himself went to summon Sibella to the interview in 
the drawing-room, and that he remained with her a 
considerable time. JVhy, now, did he send Sproot for 
Rex, and fetch Sibella personally? And why the delay? 
I yearn for an explanation of what passed between 
them before they eventually appeared.—And why was 
Sibella so definite that there wasn't a burglar, and yet 
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so evasive when we asked her to suggest a counter* 
ttheory ? What underlay her satirical frankness when she 
held up each member of the Greene household, including 
herself, as a possible suspect ?—And then there are the 
details of Ada’s story. Some of them are amazing, in¬ 
comprehensible, almost fabulous. There was no apparent 
sound in the room; /yet slit- was conscious of a menacing 
presence. .^nd outstretched hand and the shuffling 
footsteps—we simply must have an explanation of those 
things. And her hesitancy about saying whether she 
thought it was a man or a woman; and Sibclla's evident 
belief that the girl thought it was slic. That wants ex¬ 
plaining, Markham.—And Siliella's hysterical accusation 
against Ada. What lay behind that?—And don’t forget 
that curious scene between Sibclla and Von Blon when 
he reproached her for hef outburst. That was devilish 
odd. There’s some intimacy there—fa saute aux yeux. 
You noticed how she obeyed him. And you doubtless 
observed, too, that Ada is rather fond of the doctor: 
snuggled up to him figuratively during the performance, 
opened her eyes on him wistfully, looked to him for 
protection. Oh, our little Ada has flutterings in his 
direction. And yet he adopts the hovering professional 
bedside manner of a high-pi iced medico toward her, 
whereas he treats Sibclla very much as Chester might 
if he had the courage.” 

Vance inhaled deeply on his cigarette. 

“Yes, Markham, there arc many things thfit must 
be satisfactorily accounted for before I can believe m 
your hypothetical burglar.” 

Markham sat for a while, engrossed in his thoughts. 

“I’ve listened to your Homeric catalogue, Vance,” 
he said at length, "but I can’t say that it inflames 
me. You’ve suggested a number of interesting possi¬ 
bilities, and raised several points that might bear looking 
into. However, the only potential weight of your argu¬ 
ment lies in an accumulation of items which, taken 
separately, are not •particularly impressive. A plausible 
answer might be found for each one of them. The trouble 
is, the integers of your summary are without a connecting 
thread, and consequently must be regarded as separate 
units.” 
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'"That legal mind of yours 1" Vance rose and paced 
up and down. "An accumulation of queer and un* 
explained facts centring about a crime is no more im¬ 
pressive than each separate item in the total! Well, 
well! I give up. X renounce all reason. I fold up my 
tent like the Arabs and as silently steal away.” Ho 
took up his coat. " I leave you to your fantastic; delirious 
buiglar, who walks without keys into a houjc and steals 
nothing, who kno\?s where electric switches are hidfjen 
but can't find a staircase, who shoots women and then 
turns up the lights. When you find him, my dear Lycur- 
gus, you should, in all humaneness, send him to the 
psychopathic * ard. He’s quite unaccountable, 1 assure 
you." 

Markham, despite liis opposition, had not been un¬ 
impressed. Vance unquostidhably had undermined to 
fome extent his belie! m a housebreaker. But 1 could 
readily understand why lie was reluctant to abandon 
this theory until it hail lieen thoroughly tested. His 
next words, in fact, explained his attitude. 

"I’m not denying the remote possibility that this 
affair may go deeper than appears. But there’s too 
little to go on at present to wan ant an investigation 
along other than routine lines. We can’t very well 
stir up an ungodly scaudal by raking the members of 
a prominent family over the coals, when there’s not 
a scintilla of exidence against any one of them. It's 
too uifjust and dangerous a proceeding. We must at 
least wait until the police have finished their investiga¬ 
tion.• Then, if nothing develops, we can again take 
inventory and decide how to proceed. . , . How long. 
Sergeant, do vou figure on being busy ? ” 

Heath took bis cigar from his mouth and regarded it 
thoughtfully. 

"That’s hard to say, sir. Dubois’ll finish up his finger- 
printing to-morrow, and were checking up on the 
regulars as fast as wc can. Also, I’ve got two men 
di gging up the recogds of the Greece servants. It may 
take a lot of time, and it may go quick. Depends on 
the breaks we get.” 

Vance sighed. 

"And it was such a neat, fascinatin' crime I I’ve 
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rather been looking forward to it, don't y’ know, and 
jdow you talk of prying into the early amours of serving- 
maids and that sort of thing. It's most disheartenin'." 

He buttoned his ulster about him and walked to the 
door. 

"Ah, well, there’s nothing for me to do while you 
Jasons are launched on your quaint quest. 1 think 
I’ll retire and resume my translation of Delacroix’s 
* Journal.'" 

But Vance was not destined then to finish his task 
he had had in mind so long. 1 hrec days later the front 
pages of the country’s press carried glaring headlines 
telling of a second grim and unaccountable tragedy 
at the old Greene mansion, which altered the entire 
character of the case and immediately lifted* it into 
the realm of the foremost tnitscs ctl&hrcs of modem times. 
After this second blow had fallen all ideas of a casuqj 
bfU'grar were banished. There could no longer be any 
doubt that a hidden death-dealing horror sRtlkcd through 
the dim corridors of that fated house. 


Chapter VIII The Second Tragedy 

(Friday , November 12 th ; 8 a.m.) 

The day after wc had taken leave of Markham at his 
office the rigour ol tl c weather suddenly relaxed. The 
sun came out, and the thermometer rose nearly thirty 
degrees. 'Toward night of the second day, however, a 
fine, damp snow began to fall, spreading a thinsvhite 
blanket over the city; but around eleven the skies were 
again clear. 

I mention these facts because they had a curious 
bearing on the second crime at the Greene mansion. 
Footprints again appeared on the front walk; and, as a 
result of the clinging softness of the snow, the police also 
found tracks in the lower hall and on the marble stairs. 

Vance had spent Wednesday qpd Thursday in his 
library reading desultorily and checking Vollard’s cata¬ 
logue of Cdzanne’s water-colours. The three-volume 
edition of the "Journal de Eugene Delacroix"* lay v 

• E. Plon, Nourrit et Cic, P*ri», 1893. 


THE' GREENE MURDER CASE 


83 


on his writing-table; bat I noticed that he did not 
so much as open it. He was restless and distracted,* 
and his long silences at dinner (which we ate together 
in the living-room before the great log fire) told me only 
too clearly that something was perturbing him. More¬ 
over, he had sent notes cancelling several social engage¬ 
ments, and had given orders to Carrie, his /alet and 
domestic factotum, that he was ‘‘out’’ to callers. 

As he sat sipping his cognac at the end of dinner on 
Thursday night, his eyes idly tracing the forms in the 
Renoir Beigncuse above the mantel, he gave voice to his 
thoughts. 

" Ton my word. Van, 1 can't shake the atmosphere 
of that damnable house. Markham is probably right in 
refusing* tp take the matter feriously—one can’t very 
well chivy a bereaved family simply because I’m over¬ 
sensitive. And yet”—he shook himself slightly—it’s 
most annoyin’. Maybe I’m becoming weak alia 
emotional. What if I should suddenly go in for Whistlers 
and Bdcklinsl Could you endure it? Miscrer enostrijL 
. . . $Jo, it won't come to that. But—dash it all!—thifc 
Greene murder is haunting my slumbers like a lamiar 
And the business isn't over yet. There’s a horrible 
Incompleteness about what’s already occurred. . . .” 

It was scarcely eight o’clock on the following morning 
when Markham brought us the news of the second 
Crccno.tragedy. I had risen early, and was having my 
coffee in the library when Markham came in, brushing 
past the astonished Currie with only a curt nod. 

“Get Vance out right away—will you. Van Dine?” 
he began, without e*. en a word of greeting. “ Something 
serious has happened." 

I hastened to fetch Vance, who grumblingly slipped 
into a camel’s-liair dressing-gown and came leisurely into 
the library. 

"My dear Markham I” he reproached the District 
Attorney. "Why pay your social calls in the middle oi 
the night ? ” 

‘‘This isn't a social call,” Markham told him tartly. 
"Chester Greene has been murdered.” 

"AhI” Vance rang for Currie and lighted a cigarette. 
"Coffee for two and clothes for one," he ordered, when 
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the man appeared. Then he sank ixfto a chair before the 
«fire and gave Markham a waggish look. ."That same 
unique burglar, I suppose. A perseverin’ lad. Did the 
family plate disappear this time? " 

Markham gave a mirthless laugh. 

"No, the plate’s intact, and I think we can now 
eliminate the burglar theory. I’m afraid your premoni¬ 
tions were correct—dainty our uncanny faculty I" 

*Pour out your heart-breakin’ story." Vance, for all 
his levity, was extraordinarily interested. His moodiness 
of the past two days had given way to an almost eager 
alertness. 

"It was Sproot who phoned the news to Headquarters 
a little before midnight. The operator in tlie Homicide 
Bureau caught Heath at home, and the sergeant was at 
the Greene house inside of half an hour. He’s there now 
—phone 1 me at seven this morning. I told liim I’d 
hurry out, so 1 didn’t get many details over the wire. All 
1 know is that Chester Greene was fatally shot last night 
at almost the exact hour that the former shootings 
occurred—a little after half-past eleven." 

"Was he in his own room at the time?" Vance was 
pouring the coffee which Currie had brought in. 

"I believe Heath did mention he was found in his 
bedroom." 

‘ ‘ Sljot from the front ? " 

" Yts, through the heart, at very close range. 

"Very interestin’. A duplication of Julia's death, as 
it weie." Vance became reflective. "So the old house 
lias claimed another victim. But why ChesterT. . . 
Who found him, incidentally?” 

"Sibclla, I think Heath said. Her room, you re¬ 
member, is next to Chester’s, and the shot probably 
roused her. But we'd better be going.” 

'.'Am I invited ? " 

"I wish you would come.” Markham made no effort 
to hide his desire to have the other accompany him. 

"Oh, I had eve*V intention of*doing so, don't y* 
know." And Vance left the room abruptly to get dressed. 

It took the District Attorney’s car but a few minutes 
to reach the Greene mansion from Vance’s house in 
East 38 th Street. A patrolman stood guard outside the 
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great iron gates, antf a plainclothes man lounged on the 
front steps beneath the arcfBti doorway. 

Heath was in the drawing-room talking earnestly to 
Inspector Moran, who h|d just arrived; and two men 
from the Homicide Bures* stood by the window awaiting 
orders. The house was peculiarly silent: no member of 
the family was to be seen. 

The sergeant came forward Stance. His usual ruddi¬ 
ness of complexion was gone andnis eyes were troubled. 
He shook hands with Markham, and then gave Vance a 
look of friendly welcome. 

"You had the right dope, Mr. Vance. Somebody's 
ripping things Wide open here; and it isn’t swag they’re 
after." 

Inspector Moran joined us, |nd again the handshaking 
ceremony*took place. 

* "This case is going to stir things up considerably*' he 
said. "And we’re in for an unholy scandal if we Ain't 
clean it up quickly." p 

The worried look in Markham’s face deepened. 

" The sooner we get to work, then, the better. Are you 
going to lend a hand, Inspector ?" 

"There's no need, I think," Moran answered quietly. 
"I’ll leave the police end entirely with Sergeant Heath; 
and now that you—and Mr. Vance—are here, I’d be of 
no use." He gave Vance a pleasant smile, and made his 
adieux. "Keep in touch with me, Sergeant, and use all 
the mefl you want." 

When he had gone Heath gave us the details of the 
crimef 

At about half-past eleven, after the family and the 
servants had retired, the shot was fired. Sibella was 
reading in bed at the time and heard it distinctly. She 
rose immediately and, after listening for several moments, 
stole up the servants’ stairs—the entrance to which was 
but a few feet from her door. Stw#rakened the butler, mid 
the two of them then went to Chester’s room. The door 
was unlocked and the lights in the coom were burning. 

• Inspector William M. Koran, who died last summer, had been the com¬ 
manding officer of the Detective Bureau for eight vein. He was a man of mi* 
and tmomal qualities, and with his death theNew York Police Department toet 
OM oi Ita most efficient and trustworthy officials. He had formerly been a 
wSmbowh qp-State hanker who had beau forced to dose his deem dark* *Im 
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Chester Greene was sitting, slightly huddled, in a chair 
•near the desk. Sproot weiafc to him, but saw that he 
was dead, and immediately left the room, locking the 
door. He then telephoned to the police and to Doctor 
Von Blon. 

' "I got here before Von Blon did," Heath explained. 

The doctor was ouf again when the butler 'phoned and 
didn't get the message till nearly one o'clock. I was damn 
glad of it, because it gave me a chance to check up on 
the footprints outside. The minute I turned in at the 
gate I could see that somebody had come and gone, the 
same as last time; and I whistled for the man on the 1 - 
beat to guard the entrance until Snitkin arrived. Then I 
came on in, keeping along the edge of the walk; and the 
first thing I noticed when Jthe butler opened the floor was 
a little puddle of water on the rug in the hall. Somebody 
had recently tracked the soft snow in. I found a coupla 
other puddles in the hall, and there were some wet 
imprints om the steps leading upstairs. Five minutes 
later Snitk» gave me the signal from the street, and I 
put him to work on the footprints outside. The tracks 
weij| plain, and Snitkin was able to get some pretty 
accftate measurements." 

Alter Snitkin had been put to work on the footprints, 
the sergeant, it seemed, went upstairs to Chester’s room 
and made an examination. But he found nothing 
unusual, aside from the murdered man in the ch^iir, and 
after half an hour descended again to the dining-room, 
where Sibella and Sproot were waiting. He had just 
begun his questioning of them when Doctor Von Blon 
arrived. 

"I took him upstairs," said Heath, "and he looked at 
the body. He seemed to want to stick around, but I 
told him he’d be in the way. So he talked to Miss Greene 
out in the hall for five or ten minutes, and then left." 

Shortly after Doctor Von Blon's departure two other 
men from the Homicide Bureau arrived, and the next 
two hours were spdht in intcrrogjfcing the members of 
the household. But nobody, except Sibella, admitted 
even hearing the shot. Mrs. Greene was not questioned. 
When Miss Craven, the nurse, who slept on the third 
floor, was sent in to her, she reported that the old lady 



THE GREEN% MURpER CASE 

was sleeping soundly; and the sergeant decided not to 
disturb her. Nor was Ad**wakened: according to the 
nurse, the girl had been asleep since nine o’clock. 

Rex Greene, however.when interviewed, contributed 
one vague and, as it sfceriwd, contradictory bit of evidence. 
He had been lying awake, he said, at the time the snow¬ 
fall ceased, which was a little after eleven. Then, about 
ten minutes later, he had imagined he hoard a faint 
shuffling noise in the hall and the sound of a door closing 
softly. He had thought nothing of it, and only recalled it 
wheu pressed by Heath. A quarter of an hour after¬ 
ward he had looked at his watch. It was then twenty- 
five minutes prR>t eleven; and very soon after that he 
had fallen asleep. 

"The oyly queer thing aboyi his story,” commented 
Heath, "is the time. If lie’s telling the tale straight, he 
lx-ard this noise and the door shutting twenty minutes 
or so before the shot was tired. And nobpely in the 
house was up at the time. I tried to sh^ce him on 
the question of the exact hour, but he stuck to it like a 
leech. I compared bis watch with mine, and was O.K. 
Anyhow, there’s nothing much to the story. The Hpnd 
mighta blown a door shut, or lie mighta heard a noise 
out in the street and thought it was in the hall.” 

“Nevertheless, Sergeant,” put in Vance, "if T were 
you I’d file Rex's story away for future meditation. 
Somelioyr it appeals to me.” . 

Heath looked up sharply and was about to ask a 
question; but he changed his mind and said merely: 
“It’s foTed." Then he finished his report to Markham. 

After interrogating the occupants of the house he had 
gone back to the Bureau, leaving his men on guard, and 
set the machinery of his office in operation. He had 
returned to the Greene mansion early that morning, 
and was now waiting for the Medical Examiner, the 
finger-print experts, and the official photographer. He 
had given orders for the servant* to remain in their 
quarters, and had instructed Sproot? to serve breakfast 
to all the members of the family in their own rooms. 

“This thing’s going to take work, sir,” he concluded. 
"And it’s going to be touchy going, too." 

Markham nodded gravely, and glanced toward Vance, 
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whose eyes were resting moodily on An old oil-painting of 

•Tobias Greene. •' . 

“Does this new development help co-ordinate any of 
your former impressions?" he asked. 

"It at least substantiates the feeling I had that this 
old hou$c reeks with a deadly poison," Vance replied. 
" This thing is like f\ witches' sabbath." He gave Mark¬ 
ham a humorous smile. “I'm beginning to think your 
task is going to take on the nature of exorcising devils." 

Markham grunted. 

“I'll leave the magic potions to you. . . . Sergeant, 
suppose we take a look at the body before the Medical 
Examiner gets here." 

Heath led the way without a word. When we reached 
the head of the stairs lie took a key from his pdCkot and 
unlocked the door of Chester's room. The elrctric lights 
were still burning—sickly yellow discs in the grey day¬ 
light which filtered in from the windows above the river. 

The room, long and narrow, contained an anachronistic 
assortment of fum.turc. it was a typical man’s apart¬ 
ment, with an air of comfortable untidiness. Newspajicrs 
and sports magazines cluttered the table and desk; 
ash-trays were everywhere; an open cellaret stood in one 
corner; and a collection of golf-clubs lay on the tapestried 
Chesterfield. The bod, I noticed, had not been slept in. 

In the centre of the room, beneath an old-fashioned 
cut-glass chandeher, was a Chippendale "knee-hole" 
desk, beside which stood a sleepy-hollow chair,* It was 
in this chair that the body of Chester Greene, clad in 
dressing-gown and slippers, reclined. He was sliffliped a 
little forward, the head turned slightly back and resting 
against the tufted upholstery. The light from the 
chandelier cast a spectral illumination on,his face; and 
the sight of it laid a spell of horror on me. The eyes, 
normally prominent, now seemed to be protruding from 
their sockets in a stare of unutterable amazement; and 
the sagging chin and flabby parted lips intensified this 
look of terrified wonder. 

Vance was studying the dead man’s features intently. 

"Would you say, Sergeant," he asked, without looking 
up, "that Chester and Julia saw the same thing a* they 
' passed from this world ?" 
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Heath coughed uttfcalfiy. 

"Well,” he admitted, "something surprised them, 
and tint's a fact.” 

"Surprised them I Sergeant, you should thank your 
Maker that you are not cursed with an imagination. The 
whole truth of this fiendish business lies in those,bulbous 
eyes and that Raping mouth. Unlike Ada, both Julia anil 
Chester saw the tiling that menaced them;»and it left 
them stunned and aghast.” * 

"Well, wc cant get any information outa them." 
Heath's practicality as usual was upjiermost. 

" Not oral information, certainly. But, as Hamlet put 
it, murder, though it have no tongue, will speak with 
most miraculous organ.” 

"Comd, come, Vance. He tangible.” Markham spoke 
with acerbity. "What’s in your mind?” 

• "Ton my word, I don’t know. It's too vague.” He 
leaned over and picked up a small book from the’door 
just beneath wheie the dead man’s hand hung over the 
arm of the chair. "Chester apparently was immersed in 
literature at the time of liis taking off.” He opened the 
book casually. "' Hydrotherapy anil Constipation.* Yes, 
Chester was just the kind to worry about his colon. 
Someone probably told him that intestinal stasis inter¬ 
fered with the proper stance. He's no doubt clearing the 
asphodel from the F.lysian fields at the present moment 
preparat’ry to laying out a golf-course.” 

He became suddenly serious. 

" You sec what this book means, Markham ? Chester 
was sifting here reading when the murderer came in. 
Yet ho did not so much as rise or call out. Furthermore, 
he let the intruder stand directly in front of him. He did 
not even lay down his book, but sat back in his chair 
relaxed. Why? Because the murderer was someone 
Chester knew—and trusted! And when the gun wps 
suddenly brought forth and pointed at his heart, he was 
too astounded to move. And hi that second of bewilder¬ 


ment and unbelief the trigger was palled and the bullet 
entered his heart.” 

Markham nodded slowly, in deep perplexity, and 
Heath studied the attitude of the dead man more 
That's.a.gQ 2 d theory," the sergeant conceded 
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"Yes, he musta let the bird get right on top of him 
without suspecting anything. Same like Julia did." 

"Exactly, Sergeant. The two murders constitute a 
most suggestive parallel." 

"Still and all, there's one point you’re overlooking," 
Heath’s brow was roughened in a troubled frown.. 
"Chester’s door mfghta been unlocked last night, swing 
as he hachi’t gone to bed, and so this person coulda 
talked in without any trouble. But Julia, now, was 
already undressed and in bed; and she always locked 
her door at night. Now, how would you say this person 
with the gun got into Julia’s room, Mr. Vance?" 

"There's no difficulty about that. Let us say, as a 
tentative hypothesis, that Julia had disrobed, switched 
off the lights, and climbed into her queenly k bcd. Then 
came a tap on the door—perhaps a tap she recognized. 
She rose, put on the lights, opened the door, and again 
repaired to her bed for warmth while she held parley 
with her visitor. Maybe—who knows?—the visitor sat 
on the edge of the bed during the call. Then suddenly 
the visitor produced the revolver and fired, and made a 
hurried exit, forgetting to switch the lights off. Such a 
theory—though I don’t insist on the details—would 
square neatly with my idea regarding Chester’s caller.” 

"It may’ve been like you say,” admitted Heath 
dubiously. "But why all the hocus-pocus when it came 
to shooting Ada? That job was done in the dark." 

"The rationalistic philosophers tell us, Sergeant"— 
Vance became puckislily pedantic—“that there's a 
reason for everything, but that the finite mina is woe¬ 
fully restricted. The altered technique of our elu.sive 
culprit when dealing with Ada is one of the things that 
is obscure. But you’ve touched a vital point. If we could 
discover the reason for this reversal of our inconnu's 
homicidal tactics, I believe we’d be a lot forrader in our 
investigation." 

Heath made no reply. He stood in the centre of the 
room running his lye over the various objects and pieces 
of furniture. Presently he stepped to the clothes-closet, 
pulled open the door, and turned on a pendant electric 
light just inside. As he stood gloomily peering at the 
'ijtdpset’s contents there was a sound of heavy footsteps in 
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the hall and Snitkin appeared in the open door. . Heath 
turned and, without giving his assistant time to speak, 
asked gruffly: 

"How did you make out with those footprints? " 

"Got all the dope here." Snitkin crossed to the 
sergeant, and held out a long manila envelope. "There 
wasn’t no trouble in checking the measurements and 
cutting the patterns. But they’re not going So be a hell 
of a lot of good, I’m thinking. There’s ten million guy« 
more or less in this country who coulda made ’em.” 

Heath had opened the envelope and drawn forth a thin 
white cardboard pattern which looked like an inner sole 
of a shoe. 

"It wasn’t no pygmy who made this print," he re¬ 
marked. ' 

"That’s the catch in it," explained Snitkin. "The 
size don’t mean nothing much, for it ain’t a shoe-track. 
Those footprints were made by goloshes, and there's no 
telling how much bigger they were than the guy's foot. 
They mighta been worn over a shoe anywheres from a size 
eight to a size ten, and with a width anywheres from an 
A to a D ” 

Heath nodded with obvious disappointment. 

"You’re sure about 'em being goloshes?" He was 
reluctant to let what promised to be a valuable clue slip 
away. 

"You can’t, get around it. The rubber tread was 
distinct in several places, and the shallow, scooped heel 
stood out as plain as day. Anyhow, I got Jeryra,* of 
the New* York Police, to check up on my findings." 

Snitkin's gaze wandered idly to the floor of the clothes- 
closet. 

"Those are the kind of things that made the tracks.” 
He pointed to a pair of high arctics which had been 
thrown carelessly under a boot-shelf. Then he leaned ov*r 
and picked up one of them. As his eye rested on it he gave 
a grunt. " This looks like the size, too.” He took the pat- 

• Captain Anthony P. Jeryr#was one orf the shrrAlist ami most painstaking 
criminologists of the New York Police Department. Though lie liad begun his 
career as an expert in ibe Bertillon system of measurements, he had later special¬ 
ized in footprints— a subject which he had helped to elevate to an elaborate 
•nd complicated science. He had spent several years in V.cnna studying 
Austrian methods, and bad developed a means uf scientific photography fa* 
footprints which give him rank with such men as Londc, Buriaa, and Reiss* , 
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tern from tta sergeant’s hand'and laid it on the sole of 
the overshoe. il fitted as perfectly as if the two had been 
cut simultaneously. 

Heath was startled out of his depression. 

"Now, what in hell does that mean I ” 

Markjiam Had drawn near. 

"It might indicate, of course, that Chester went out 
somewheretlatc last night.” 

• “But that don’t make sense, sir,” objected Heath. 
"If he'd wanted anything at that hour of the night he’d 
have sent the butler. And, anyway, the shops in this 
neighbourhood were all closed by that time, for the tracks 
weren't made till after it had stopped snowing at eleven." 

"And,” supplemented Snitkin, “you can’t tell by the 
tracks whether the guy that made ’em left the house and 
came back, or came to th^ house and went away, for there 
wasn't a single print on top of the other." 

Vance was standing at the window, looking out. 

"That, now, is a most interestin' point. Sergeant," he 
commented. " I’d file it away along with Rex’s story for 
prayerful consideration." He sauntered back to the desk 
and looked at the dead man thoughtfully. “No, Ser¬ 
geant,” he continued; "I can’t picture Chester donning 
gum-shoes and sneaking out into the night on a mysteri¬ 
ous errand. I’m afraid we’ll have to find another explana¬ 
tion for those footprints.” 

"It's damn funny, just the same, that they should be 
the exact sire of these goloshes.” 

"If,” submitted Markham, "the footprints were not 
Chester's then we're driven to the assumption fuat the 
murderer made them.” 

Vance slowly took out his cigarette case. 

"Yes," he agreed, "I think we may safely assume 
that.” 


Chapter IX The Three Bullets 

{Friday, tfbvembcr tzth ; 9 «.m.) 

At this moment Doctor Doremus, the Medical Examiner, 
a brisk, nervous man with a jaunty air, was ushered in 
by one of the detectives I had seen in the drawing-room. 





fie blinked at the comparer, threw hie hatsfjd coat on a 
chair, and shook hands with everyone. ‘ * 

“What are your friends trying to do. Sergeant?" he 
asked, eyeing the inert body in the chair. "Wipe out the 
whole family?" Without waiting for an answer to his 
grim pleasantry he went to the windows £nd ttyrew up 
the shades with a clatter. " You gentlemen all through 
viewing the remains? If so. I'll get to work.#' 

"Go to it," said Heath. Chester Greene’s body waS 
lifted to the bed and straightened out. "And how about 
the bullet, doc? Any chance of getting it before the 
autopsy ?" 

"How’m I goihg to get it without a probe and for¬ 
ceps? I ask you!" Doctor Doremus drew back the 
matted dfejsing-gown and inspected the wound. “But 
I'll see what I can do.” Then he straightened up and 
cocked his eye facetiously at the sergeant. “ Well, I’m 
waiting for your usual query about the time of death." 

"We know it." 

“Halrl Wish you always did. This fixing the exact 
time by looking over a body is all poppycock anyway. 
The best we fellows can do is to approximate it. ltigor 
mortis works differently in different people. Don’t ever 
take me too seriously. Sergeant, when I set an exact hour 
for you. However, let’s see. . . 

He ran his hands over the body on tbe bed, unflexed 
the finge^p, moved the head, and put his eye close to the 
coagulated blood about the wound. Then he teetered on 
his toes^and squinted at the ceiling. 

"How about ten hours? Say, between eleven-thirty 
and midnight. How’s that?" 

Heath laughed good-naturedly. 

" You hit it, doc—right on the head.” 

"Well, welll Always was a good guesser.” Doctor 
Doremus seemed wholly indifferent. 

Vance had followed Markham into the hall. 

"An honest fellow, that archiater of yours. And to 
think he’s a public servant of our beneflbent government 1" 

"There are many honest men in public office," Mark¬ 
ham reproved him. 

°t know," sighed Vance. "Our democracy is still 
young. Give it time.'* 
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Heath us. and at the same momeriTtBe numt 
appeared atJri. Greene's door. A querulous dictator^! 
.voice issued from the depths of the room behind Wtt. * 

". . . And you tell wlioever’s in charge that 1 want ts 
see him—riptit away, do you understand! It's an odft* 
rage, all this commotion and excitement, with me lyirffc 
here in pain trying to get a little rest. Nobody shows me 
any consideration." 

* Heath made a grimace and looked toward the stairs; 
but Vance took Maikh.im’s arm. 

"Come, let’s cheer up the old lady.” 

As we entered the room, Mrs. Greejie, propped up as 
usual in bed with a prismatic assortment of pillows, drew 
her shawl primly about her. , 

"Oh, it's you, is it?’/ sin* greeted us, ht>r expression 
moderating. "1 thought it was those abominable police¬ 
men making free of my house again. . . . What's the 
meaning ot all this disturbance, Mr. Markham? Nurse 
tells me that Chester has lieon shot. l>ear, dearl If 
people must do such things, why do they have to come 
to my house and annoy a poor helpless old woman like 
me? There are plenty of other places they could do their 
shooting in." She appeared deeply resent!ul at the fact 
that the murderer should have been so inconsiderate as to 
choose the Greene mansion for Ins depredations. "But 
I’ve come to expect this sort of tiling. Nobody thinks of 
my feelings. And if my own children see fit ta do every¬ 
thing they can to annoy me, why should I expect total 
strangers to show me any consideration ? ” 

"When one is bent on murder, Mis. Greene,” rejoined 
Markham, stung by her callousness, "one doesn't stop to 
think of the mere inconvenience his crime may csftse 
others.” 

"I suppose not,” she murmured solf-pityingly. ‘‘But 
ft's all the fault of my children. If they were what chil¬ 
dren ought to be, people wouldn't be breaking in here 
trying to murder £hcm.” 

"And unfortunately succeeding,” added Markham 
coldly. 

"Well, that can’t be helped.” She suddenly became 
bitter. "It’s their punishment for the way they’ve treated 
their poor old mother, lying here for ten long yearn, 



jpuaiyseu. auu «u yuu uuuk tbMttfey to make 
me ? No I Here I must stay, jQ^after day; ' 
agonies with my spine; and they never give me 
ougnt." A sly look came into her fierce old eyes, 
t they think about me sometimes. Oh, yes! They 
k how nice it would be if I were out of the way. Then 
they'd get all my money. ..." 

"I understand, madam," Markham put in # abruptly, 
"that you were asleep last night at the time your son* 
met his death.” 

" Was I ? Well, maybe I was. It’s a wonder, though, 
that someone didn’t leave my door open just so I'd be 
disturbed." 

"And you know no one who would have any reason 
to kill your son ? ” 

"How slwfnld I know? NolAxlv toils me anything. 
I’m a poor neglected, lonely old cripple. . . 

" V ell, we won’t bother you any further, Mrs. Greene," 
Markham’s tone held something both ol sympathy and 
consternation. 

As we descended the stairs the nurse reopened the door 
we had just closed after us, and left it ajar, no doubt in 
response to an order from her patient. 

"Not at all a nice old lady," chuckled VanCe, as we 
entered the drawing-room. ‘‘For a moment, Markham, 
I thought you were going to box her ears." 

" I admit I felt like it. And yet I couldn’t help pitying 
her. However, such utter self-concentration as hers saves 
. XMfie a lot of mental anguish. She seems to regard this' 
whole damnable business as a plot to upset her." 

•. Sproot appeared obsequiously at the door. 

■ I bring you gentlemen some coffee?” No 

. emotion of any kind showed on his graven wrinkled face, 
events of the past few days seemed not to have 
affected him in any degree. 

. No, we don’t want coffee, Sproot," Markham told 
Wbrusquely. " But please be good enough to ask Miss 
*§ibella if she will corn* here." 

"Very good, sir." 

The old man shuffled away, and a few minutes later 
Sibella strolled in, smoking a cigarette, one hand in the 
pocket of her vivid-green sweater-jacket. Despite her air 
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of nonchalance her face was i»ale, its whiteness contrast¬ 
ing strongly with the deep crimson rouge on ho- line. 
Her eyes, too, wore slightly haggard; and when sne 
■poke her voice sounded forced, as if she were playing a 
r61e against which her spirit was at odds. She greeted us 
blithely enough, however. 

"Good morning, one and all. Beastly auspices for a 
social caU." She sat down on the arm of a chair and 
♦swung one leg restlessly. "Someone certainly has a 
grudge against us Greenes. Poor old Clict! He didn't 
even die with his boots on. Felt bedroom slippers! 
What an end for an outdoor enthusiast I Well, I suppose 
I'm invited here to tell my story. Where do I begin?” 
She rose, and throwing her half-burned cigarette into the 
grate, seated herself in a straight-backed^ chair facing 
Markham, folding her'sinewy, tapenng Hands on the 
table before her. 

Markham studied her for several moments. 

"You were awake last night, reading in bed, I under¬ 
stand, when the shot was fired in your biother’s room." 

"Zola’s 'Nana,' to be explicit. Mother told me I 
shouldn’t read it; so 1 got it at once. It was frightfully 
disappointing, though." 

"And just what did you do after you heard the re¬ 
port?" continued Markham, staving to control his 
annoyance at the girl's flippancy. 

*"I put my book down, got up, donned a kimono, and 
MMened for several minutes at the door. Not hearing 
•iflything further, I peeked out. The hall was dark, ana 
the silence felt a bit spooky. 1 knew I ought to go to 
Chet’s room and inquire, in a sisterly fashion, about the 
explosion; but, to tell you the truth, Mr. Markham, I 
was rather cowardly. So I went—oh, well, let the truth 
prevail: I ran up the servants' stairs and routed out our 
Admirable Crichton; and together we investigated. 
Chet’s door was unlocked, and the fearless Sproot opened 
it. There sat Chet, looking as if he’d seen a ghost; and 
somehow I knerf he was deads- Sproot went in and 
touched him, while I waited; and then wc went down to 
the dining-room. Sproot did some phoning, and after¬ 
ward made me some atrocious coffee. A half-hour or *0 
later this gentleman"—she indicated her head toward 
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Heath—" arrived, looking distressingly ghna, and very 
sensibly refused a cup of Sproot's coffee.” 

"And you beard no sound of any kind before the 
shot?" 

' "Not a thing. Everybody had gone to bed early. 
The last sound I heard in this house was mcther’s gentle 
and affectionate voice tellipg the nurse she was as 
neglectful as the rest of us, and to bring her morning tea 
at nine sharp, and not to slam the door the way she always • 
did. Then peace and quiet reigned until half-past eleven, 
when I heard the shot in Chet's room.” 

" How long was this interregnum of quietude ? " asked 
Vance. 

"Well, mother generally ends her daily criticism of the 
family around ten-thirty; so I’d say the quietude lasted 
about an hottr." 

"And during that time you do not recall hearing a 
Blight shuffling sound in the hall? Or a door closing 
softly?” 

The girl shook her head indifferently* and took another 
cigarette from a small amber case she carried in her 
sweater-pocket. 

" Sorry, but I didn’t. That doesn't mean, though, that 
people couldn't have been shuffling and shutting doors all 
over the place. My room’s at the rear, and the noises on 
the river and in 52 nd Street drown out almost anything 
that's going on in the front of the house.” 

Vance Mhd gone to her and held a match to Iftgj 
cigarette. 

"I say.^ou don’t seem in the least worried.” 

"Oh, why worry?” She made a gesture of resigna¬ 
tion. “If anything is to happen to me, it’ll happen, 
whatever I do. But I don't anticipate an immediate 
demise. No one has the slightest reason for killing me— 
unless, of course, it’s some of my former bridge partners# 
But they’re ail harmless persons who wouldn't be apt to 
take extreme measures.” 

"Still"—Vance kepb his tone inedhsequential— "no 
cam apparently had any reason for harming your two' 
r sisters or your brother." 

"On that point I couldn’t be altogether lucid. We 
Greenes don’t confide in one another. There’s a beastly 




spirit of distrust in this ancestral domain. We all lie to 
each other on general principles. And as for secrets! 
Each member of the family is a kind of Masonic Order in 
himself. Surely there’s some reason for all these shoot¬ 
ings. I simply can’t imagine anyone indulging lumself 
in this fashii n for the mere purpose of pistol practice." 

She'smoked a tfioment pijnsively, and went oa: 

"Yes. there must be a motive back of it all—though 
for the life of me I can’t suggest one. Of course Julia was 
a vinegary, unpleasant person, but she went out very 
little, and worked off her various complexes on the 
family. And yet, she may have been leading a double life 
for afl I know. When these sour old* maids break loose 
from their inhibitions 1 understand they do the most 
utterly utter things. But 1 just can’t bring Diy mind to 
picture Julia with a bevy of jealous Horn cos." She made 
a comical grimace at the thought. "Ada, on the other 
hand, is wliat we used to call in algebra an unknown 
quantity. No one but dad knew where she came from, 
and he would never tell. To be sure, she doesn’t get much 
time to run around—mother keeps her too busy. Bat 
she’s young and good-looking in a common sort of way" 
—there was a tinge of venom in this remark—"and you 
can’t tell what connections she may have formed outside 
the sacred portals of the Greene mansion. As for Chet, 
no one seemed to love him passionately. I never heard 
anybody say a good word for him but the golf pro at the 
club, and that was only because Chet tippeef him like a 
parvenu. He had a genius for antagonizing people. 
Several motives for the shootin g might be found in his past." 

"I note that you’ve changed your ideas considerably 
in regard to the culpability of Miss Ada." Vance spoke 
incuriously. 

Sibella looked a bit shamefaced. 
l. "I did get a bit excited, didn’t I?" Then a defiance 
came into her voice. “But just the same, 6he doesn’t 
belong here. And she’s a sneaky little cat. She’d dearly 
love to see us all nicely murdered. The only person that 
seems to like her is cook; but then, Gertrude’s a senti¬ 
mental German who likes everybody. She feeds half the 
stray cats and dogs in the neighbourhood. Our reir yard 
is a regular pound in summer." 
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Vance was silent for a tfhile. Suddenly he looked up. 

" I gather from your remarks. Miss Greene, that you 
now regard the shootings as the acts of someone from 
the outside." 

"Docs anyone think anything else?” shf asked, with 
startled anxiety. "I understand there wore footprints in 
the snow both times we wert visited. Surely they would 
indicate an outsider." 

"Quite true," Vance assured her, a bit over-emphati- 
callv, obviously striving to allay whatever fears liis 
queries may have aroused in her. "Those footprints 
undeniably indicate that the intruder entered each time 
by the front door." 

"And x ou are not to have anv uneasiness about the 
future, Mis% Greene," added hjaikham. "I shall give 
orders to-day to have a strict guard plat ed over the house, 
front and rear, until there is no longer the slightest danger 
of a recurrence of what has taken place here.” 

Heath nodded his unqualified approbation. 

, "I'll arrange for that, sir. There'll be two men guard¬ 
ing this place day and night from now on." 

•'•'How positively thrilling 1" exclaimed Sibclla; but 
I noticed a strange reservation of apprehension in her 
eyes. 

"We won’t detain yon any longer, Miss Greene," said 
Markham, rising, "But I’d greatly appreciate it if you 
would remain in your room until our inquiries here are 
over. You may, of course, visit your mother." 

" Thanks awi'ly, but I think I’U indulge in a little lost 
beauty sleep." And she left us with a iiieudly wave oi 
the hand. 

"Who do you want to see next, Mr. Markham?" 
Heath was on lus feet, \igorously relighting lus cigar. 

But before Markham could answer Vance lilted his 
hand for silence, and leaned forward in a listening 
attitude. 

* "Oh, Sproo*!" he called. "Step ig here a moment." 

The old butler appealed at once, cahn and subservient, 
and waited with a vacuously eiqicctant expression. 

“Really, y’ know,” said Vance, "there’s not the 
slightest need for you to hover solicitously amid the 
draffeics of the hallway while we're busy in here. Most 



considerate and Iqyal of you^ but if we want you for 
anything we'll rin|j." 

"As you desire, sir.” 

Sproot started to go, but Vance halted him. 

" Now that you're here you might answer one or two 
questions." 

"Very good, sif.” 

" First, «I want you to think back very carefully, and 
‘tell me if you observed anything unusual when you 
locked up the house last night." 

"Nothing, sir,” the man answered promptly. "If 
I had, I would have mentioned it to the police this 
morning.” 

"And did you hear any noise or movement of any 
kind after you had gonq to your room ? A floor closing, 
for instance ? *' 

"No, sir. Everything was very quiet.” 

"And what time did you actually go to sleep ? " 

"I couldn't say exactly, sir. Perhaps about twenty 
minutes past eleven, if I may venture to make a guess. 

“And were you greatly surprised when Miss Sibella 
woke you up and told you a shot had been fixed in Mr. 
Chester’s room ? " 

"Well, sir," Sproot admitted, "I was somewhat 
astonished, though I endeavoured to conceal my 
emotions." 

"And doubtless succeeded admirably,” said Vance 
dryly. “But what I meant was this: did you not antici¬ 
pate something of the kind happening again, in this 
house, after the other shootings ? ” 

He watched the old butler sharply, but the man's 
lineaments were as arid as a desert and as indecipherable 
as an expanse of sea. 

"If you will pardon me, sir, for saying so, I don't, 
know precisely what you mean," came the colourless 
answer. " Had I anticipated that Mr. Chester was to be 
done in, so to speajc, I most certainly would have warned 
him. It would have been my dtfey, sir." 

"Don't evade my question, Sproot." Vance spoke 
sternly. “ I asked you if you had any idea that a seedted 
tragedy might follow the first." 

14 Tragedies very seldom come singly, sir, if I rosy bs 
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permitted to say so. Oni never knows what will happen 
next. I try not to anticipate the workings of fate, but I 

strive to hold myself in readiness-" 

“Oh, go away; Sproot—go quite away," said Vance. 
“ When I crave vague rhetoric I'll read Thomas Aquinas." 

"Yes, sir." The man bowed with wodden epurtesy, 
and left us. 

His footsteps had scarcely died away wfeen Doctor 
Dorcmus strode in jauntily. 

“There's your bullet. Sergeant.” He tossed a tiny 
cylinder of discoloured lead on the drawing-room table, 
“ Nothing but dumb luck. It entered the fifth intercostal 
space and travelled diagonally across the heart, coming 
out in the post-axillary told at the anterior border of the 
trapeziu/ muscle, where I could leel it under the skin; 
and I picked it out with my pdh-knife " 

“All that fancy language don’t worry me,*’ grinned 
Heath, “so long's I got the bullet ” 

He picked it up and held it in the palm ol his hand, 
liis eyes narrowed, his mouth drawn into a straight hnc. 
Then, reaching into hi3 waistcoat pocket, he took out 
two other bullets, and laid them l>eside Ihc first. Slowly 
he nodded, and extended the siuister exhibits to Mark¬ 
ham. 

“There’s the three shots that were fired in this house." 
he said. “They're all -jz-rovolver bullets—just alike. 
You can't got away from it, sir: all three people here 
were shot with the same gun.” 


Chapter X The Closing of a Door 

( Friday, November 12th ; 9.30 a.tn.) 

As Heath spoke Sproot passed down the hall and opened 
the front door, admitting Doctor Von Blon. 

. “Good morning, Sproot,” we heard him say in his 
habitually pleasant voice. "Anything new ? ” 

“No, sir, I think net.” The replyVas expressionless, 
“The District Attorney and the police are here. Let 
,me take your coat, sir.” 

Von Blon glanced into the drawing-room, and, on 
seeing us, halted and bowed. Then he daught sight of 
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Doctor Doremus, whom he ha& met on the night of the 
first tragedy. “ 

"Ah. good morning, doctor,” he said, coming forward. 
"I’m afraid I didn’t thank you for the assistance you 
gave me with the young lady tie other night. Permit me 
to make ameitds.” 

"No thanks needed,” Dorrmus assured him, "How's 
the patient getting on ? ” 

"The wound’s filling in nicely. No sepsis. I'm going 
np now to have a look at her.” He turned inquiringly 
to the District Attorney. "No objection, I suppose.” 

"None whatever, doctor," said Markham. Then he 
rose quickly. "We’ll come along, if you don’t mind. 
There are a few questions I’d like to ask Miss Ada, and 
it might be as well to do it while you’re present." 

Von Blon gave his consent with hesitation? 

"Well, I’ll be on my way—work to do," announced 
Doremus breezily. He lingered long enough, however, 
to shake hands with all of us; and then the front door 
closed on him. 

“We’d better ascertain if Miss Ada has been told of 
her brother’s death,” suggested Vance, as wo went up 
the stairs. " If not, I think the task logically devolves 
on you, doctor.” 

The nurse, whom Sproot had no doubt .apprised of 
Von Blon’s arrival, met us in the upper hall and informed 
us that, as far as she knew, Ada was still ignorant of 
Chester’s murder. 

We found the girl sitting up in bed, a magazine lying 
across her knees. Her face was still pale, but a youthful 
vitality shone from her eyes, which attested to the fact 
that she was much stronger. She seemed alarmed at our 
sudden appearance, but the sight of the doctor tended 
to reassure her. 

•"How do you feel this morning, Ada? ” he asked with 
professional geniality. “You remember these gentlemen, 
don’t you?” 

She gave us an apprehensive lock; then smiled faintly 
and bowed. 

"Yes, I remember them. . . . Have they—found out 
anything about—Julia’s death?” 

“I’m afraid not.” Von Blon sat down beside her and 
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took her hand. “ Sometl^ng else has happened that you 
will have to know, Ada." His voice%as studiously sym- ' 

pathetic. " Last night Chester met with an accident-" 

"An accident-roll!" Jier eyes opened wide, and a 
slight tremor passed overner. “You mean. ..." Her 
voice qu.iveml and broke. "I know ulftit you mean! 

, . . Chester's dead 1 ” 

\’on Blon cleared his throat and looked awjiy. 

" Yes, Ada. You must be brave and not let it—all-* 

upset >ou too niudi. You see-" 

"lie was shot!” The words burst from her lips, and 
a look of terror ovetspreod her lace. “Just like Julia 
and me." Her eyes stared straight ahead, as if fascinated 
by sonic liorror wine h slit alone could sec. 

Non Won was silent, and N.in'o slipped In the bed. 
"We're ifot going to lie to vfni, M:s. Cioeue,” he said 
softly. “You have messed the tiuth.' 

"And what about Hex anil hibt ll.i 5 " 

"Tluy’ii* all light,” Name aisiin d her. * But why 
did you think your In other had met the same late as 
Miss Julia and yoursell (“ 

She turned her ga/e slowly to him. 

" 1 don’t know—I just tell it. K\ir since I was a little 
girl l'\e imagined horrible things h.ipjx mug in this 
houso. And the other night 1 felt that the tune hod 
conic—oh, 1 don’t know how to explain it. but it was 
like having something happen t hat > ou'd been exjH'cting.” 
Vance nodded uiuk lstandmgly. 

"It’s an unhealthy old house; it puts all sorts of 
weird nations in one's head. But. of course,” he added 
lightly, " there’s nolluug supernatural about it. It's only 
a coincidence that you should have felt Wat way and 
that these disasters should actually have occurred. The 
police, y’ know, think it was a burglar.” 

The girl did not answer, and Markham leaned forwasd 
with a reassuring smile. 

"And we are going to have two men guarding the 
house all the time from now on,” h? said, “so that no 
one can get in who hasn't a perfect right to be here.” 

"So you sec, Ada," put in Von Blon, "you have 
nothing to worry about any more. All you have to do 
now is to get well.” 
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But her eyes did not leave Ifarkham’a face. 

“How do yon know," she asked, in a tense anxious 
voice, “ that the—the person came in from the outside ? " 

“We fonnd his footprints both times on the front walk.” 

“Footprints—are you sure?” She put the question 
eagerly. 

“No‘doubt aboft them. ,,They were perfectly plain, 
and they belonged to the person who came here and tried 
to shoot you. Here, Sergeant"—he beckoned to Heath— 
"show the young lady that pattern.” 

Heath took the manila envelope from his pocket and 
extracted the cardboard impression Smtkin had made. 
Ada took it in her hand and studied it, and a little sigh of 
relief parted from her lips. 

"And you notice,” snnled Vance, "he didn’t Lave very 
dainty feet.” 

The girl returned the pattern to the sergeant. Her 
fear had left her, and her eyes cleared of the vision that 
had been haunting them. 

“And now, Miss Greene,” went on Vance, in a matter- 
of-fact voice, "we want to ask a few questions. Fust of 
all: the nurse said you went to sleep at nine o'clock last 
night. Is that correct 5 " 

“I pretended to, because nurse was timl and mother 
was complaining a lot. But 1 ically didn't go to sleep 
until hours later.” 

“But you didn’t hear the shot in your brother’s 
room ? ” 

“No. I must have been asleep by then.” 

“Did you hear anything before that?” 

“Not after the family had gone to bed and Sproot 
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had locked up.' 

“ Were you awake very long after Sproot retired ? 

The girl pondered a moment, frowning. 

, “Maybe an hour,” she ventured finally. “ But I don't 
know.” 

“It couldn’t have been much over an hour,” Vance 
pointed out; “for«the shot was fired shortly after half 
eleven. And you heard nothing—no sound of any 
id in the hall ? ” 

Why, no.” The look of fright was creeping back into 
her face. “ Why do you ask ? 
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"Your brother Rex/J explained Vance, "said he 
heard a faint shuffling sound and a door closing a little 
after eleven.” 

Her eyelids drooped, and her free hand tightened over 
the edge of the magazine she was holding. 

"A door closing. . . She repeated the words in a 
voice scarcely audible. ”Oh! Anfl Rex heifrd it?” 
Suddenly she opened her eyes and her lips fejf apart. A 
startled memory had taken possession of her—a memory 
which quickened her breathing and filled her with alarm. 
”1 heard that door close, too! I remember it now. . . 

"What door was it?” asked Vance, with subdued 
animation. "Could you tell where the sound came 
from ? ” 

The girl shook her head. 

"No—it*was so soft. I'd even forgotten it until now. 
But I heard it I . . . Oh, what did it mean ? ” 

"Nothing, probably.” Vance assumed an air of incon¬ 
sequentially calculated to alleviate her fears. “The 
wind doubtless.” 

But when we left her, after a few more questions, I 
noticed that her face still held an expression of deep 
anxiety. 

Vance was unusually thoughtful as wc returned to the 
drawing-room. 

"I'd give a good deal to know what that child knows 
or suspects,” he murmured. 

"She's been through a trying experience,” returned 
Markham. " She’s frightened, and she sees new dangers 
in everything. But she couldn’t suspect anything, or 
Bhe’d be only too eager to tell us.” 

" I wish 1 were sure of that.” 

The next hour or so was occupied with interrogating 
the two maids and the cook. Markham cross-examined 
them thoroughly not only concerning the immediate 
events touching upon the two tragedies, but in regard to 
the general conditions in the Greene household. Numerous 
family episodes in th# past were gone over; and when 
his inquiries were finished he had obtained a fairly good 
idea of the domestic atmosphere. But nothing that could 
be even remotely connected with the murders came to 
lights There had always been, it transpired, ag abund- 
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ance of hatred and ill-feeling and vicious irritability in the 
> Greene mansion. The story that was unfolded by the 
servants was not a pleasant one; it was a record—scrappy 
and desultory, but none the less appalling—of daily 
clashes, complainings, bitter words, sullen silences, 
jealousies ancithreats. 

Most‘of the details of this unnatural situation were 
supplied bv Hemming, the older maid. She was less 
ecstatic than during the first interview, although she 
interspersed her remarks with Biblical quotations and 
references to the (lire fate which the Lord had seen fit to 
visit upon her sinful employers. Nevertheless, she painted 
an arresting, if overcoloured and prejudiced, picture of the 
life that had gone on about her during the past ten years. 
But when it came to explaining the methods employed 
by the Almighty in visiting his vengeance upon the 
unholy Greenes, she became indefinite and obscure. At 
length Markham let her go alter she had assured him 
that she intended to remain at her post of duty—to be, 
as she expressed it, “a witness for the Lord,” when his 
work of righteous devastation was complete. 

Barton, the younger maid, on the other hand, an¬ 
nounced, in no uncertain terms, that she was through 
with the Greenes for ever. The girl was genuinely 
frightened, and, after Sibclla and Sproot had been con¬ 
sulted, she was paid her wages and told she could pack 
her things. In less than half an hour she had turned in 
her key and departed with her luggage. Such information 
as she left behind her was largely a substantiation of 
Hemming’s outpourings. She, though, did not regard the 
two murders as the acts of an outraged God. Hers was a 
more practical and mundane view. 

"There’s something awful funny going on here," she 
had said, forgetting for the moment the urge of her 
coquettish spirits, “ The Greenes are queer people. And 
the servants are queer, too—what with Mr. Sproot 
reading books in foreign languages, and Hemming preach¬ 
ing about fire and brimstone, and©cook going around in 
a sort of trance muttering to herself and never answering 
a civil question. And such a family 1 ” She rolled her 
eyes. "Mrs. Greene hasn’t got any heart. She’s a regular 
old witch, and she looks at you sometimes aaUfcugh 
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she’d like to strangle yqp. If I was Miss Ada I’d have 
gone crazy long ago. But then. Miss Ada's no better than 
the rest. She acts nice and gentle like, but I’ve seen her 
stamping up and. down in her room looking like a very 
devil; and once she used language to me what was that 
bad I put my fingers in my ears. And Miss SiJjclla’s a 
regular icicle—except whe» she gets a ad, and then she’d 
kill you if she dared, and laugh about it. ^nd there’s 
been something funny about, her and Mr. Chester. Evdr 
since Miss Julia and Miss Ada were shot they've been 
talking to each other in the sneakiest way when they 
thought no one was looking. And this Doctor Von Blon 
what comes here so much: he’s a deep one. He’s been in 
Miss Sibella’s room with the door shut lots of times when 
she wasif t any more sick than you are. And Mr. Rex, 
now. He’sTi queer man, too. Pget the creeps every time 
he comes near me." She shuddered by way of demonstra¬ 
tion. "Miss Julia wasn’t as queer as the rest. She just 
hated everybody and was mean." 

Barton had rambled on loquaciously with all the 
thoughtless exaggeration of a gossip who felt herself 
outraged; and Markham had not interrupted her. He 
was trying to dredge up some nugget from the mass 
of her verbal sill; but when at last he sifted it all down 
there remained nothing but a few shining grains of 
scandal. 

The cook was even less enlightening. Taciturn by 
nature, she became almost inarticulate when approached 
on the subject of the crime. Her stolid exterior seemed 
to cloafi a sullen resentment at the fact that she should 
be questioned at all. In fact, as Markham patiently 
pressed his examination, the impression grew on me 
that her lack of responsiveness was deliberately de¬ 
fensive, as if she had steeled herself to reticency. Vance, 
too, sensed this attitude in her, for, during a pause in the 
interview, he moved his chair about until he faced her 
directly. 

"Frau Mannheim,”*he said, "the*last time we were 
here you mentioned the fact that Mr. Tobias Greene 
knew your husband, and that, because of their acquaint¬ 
ance, jcqu applied for a position here when your husband 
died*#? 



"And why shouldn't I?"^she asked stubbornly. 
"I was poor, and I didn’t have any other friends." 

"Ah, friends!" Vance caught up the word. "And 
since you were once on friendly terms with Mr. Greene, 
you doubtless know certain things about his past, which 
may have some bearing on the present situation; for 
it is not at all impossible, /V ye see, that the crimes 
committed,here during the past few days are connected 
with matters that took place years ago. We don’t know 
this, of course, but we’d be very much gratified if you 
would try to help us in this regard." 

As he was speaking the woman had drawn herself 
up. Her hands had tightened as they lay folded in her 
lap, and the muscles about her mouth had stiffened. 

"I don’t know anything,’’ was her only answer. 

"How," asked Vance •‘evenly, "do you Account for 
the rather remarkable fact that Mr. Greene gave orders 
that you were to remain here as long as you cared to ? ” 

"Mr. Greene was a very kind and generous man,” 
6 he asserted, in a flat, combative voice. "Some there 
were that thought him hard, and accused him of being 
unjust; but he was always good to me and mine.” 

"How well did he know Mr. Mannheim ?’’ 

There was a pause, and the woman’s eyes looked 
blankly ahead. 

"He helped my husband once, when he was in trouble." 

" How did he happen to do this ? " 

There was another pause, and then; 

" They were in some deal together—in the old 
country.” She frowned and appeared uneasy. * 

"When was this?" 

" I don't remember. It was before I was married." 

"And where did you first meet Mr. Greene?” 

"At my home in New Orleans. He was there on 
business—with my husband." 

"And, I take it, he befriended you also." 

The woman maintained a stubborn silence. 

"A moment ag6," pursued \fance, "you used the 
phrase ‘me and mine.' Have you any children. Mr®. 
Mannheim?" 

For the first time during the interview her face radically 
changed expression. An angry gleam shone in bar ayes. 
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■■ "No!” The denial yps like an ejaculation. 

Vance smoked lethargically for several moments. 

' "You lived in New Orleans until the time of your 
employment in this house ? ’* he finally asked. 

4 j Yes.” 

"And your husband died there?" 

"Yes.” 

"That was thirteen years ago, I understand. How 
long before that had it been since you had seen Mf. 
Greene ?" 

"About a year.” 

" So that would be fourteen years ago ? ” 

An apprehension, bordering on fear, showed through 
the woman's morose calmness. 

"And 'you came all the way to New York to seek 
Mr. Greenes help,” mused Vjlhcc. "Why were you so 
confident that he would give you employment after your 
husband's death ? ” 

"Mr. Greene was a very good man,” was all she would 
say. 

"He had perhaps,” suggested Vance, "done some 
other favour for you which made you think you could 
count on his generosity—eh, what ? ” 

"That's neither here nor there." Her mouth closed 
tightly. 

Vance changed the subject. 

"What do you think about the crimes that have 
been committed in this house ? ” 

"I don’t think about them,” she mumbled; but the 
anxiety in her voice belied the assertion. 

"You surely must hold some opinion, Mrs. Mann* 
helm, having been here so long.” Vance’s intent gaze 
did not leave the woman. "Who, do you think, would 
have had any reason for wanting to harm these people ? ” 

Suddenly her self-control gave way. 

"Du lieber Herr Jesus / I don’t know—I don’t know! ” 
It was like a cry of anguish. " Miss Julia and Mr. Chester 
maybe — gewiss, one cdhld understand! They hated every* 
body; they were hard, unloving. But little Ada— dtr 
susse Engel / Why should they want to harm her!” 
She Bet her face grimly, and slowly her expression at 
stolidity returned. 
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"Why, indeed?” A note of sympathy was evident 
in Vance’s voice. After a pause he rose and went to 
the window. "You may return to your room now, 
Frau Mannheim,” he said, without turning. “We shan't 
let anything further happen to little Ada.” 

The ^oman^ot up heavily and, with an uneasy glance 
in Vance’s directiok, left the $oom. 

Assoona%she was out of hearing, Markham swung about. 

*' What's the use of raking up all this ancient history ? ” 
he demanded irritably. “ We're dealing with things that 
have taken place within the past few days; and you 
waste valuable time trying to find out why Tobias Greene 
hired a cook thirteen years ago.” 

“There's such a thing as cause and effect,” offered 
Vance mildly. “And frequently there’s a dashed long 
interval between the two. 0 ' * 

“Granted. But what possible connection can this 
German cook have with the present murders ? ” 

“Perhaps none.” Vance strode back across the room, 
his eyes on the floor. “But, Markham old dear, nothing 
appears to have any connection with this ddbdcle. And, 
on the other hand, everything seems to have a possible 
relationship. The whole house is steeped in vague 
meaning. A hundred shadowy hands are pointing to 
the culprit, and the moment you try to determine the 
direction the hands disappear. It’s a nightmare. Nothing 
means anything, therefore, anything may have a 
meaning.” 

“My dear Vance! You're not yourself.” Markham’s 
tone was one of annoyance and reproach. “Your re¬ 
marks are worse than the obscure ramblings of the sibyls. 
What if Tobias Greene did have dealings with one Mann¬ 
heim in the past? Old Tobias indulged in numerous 
shady transactions, if the gossip of twenty-five or thirty 
years ago can be credited.* He was for ever scurrying 
to the ends of the earth on some mysterious mission, and 
coming home with his pockets lined. And it's common 
knowledge that he %pent tonsidertble time in Germany. 
If you try to dig up his past for possible explanations fog. 
the present business, you'll have your hands full.” 3 

• I remember, back in the 'nineties, when I was a schoolboy, hearing my 
lather allude to certain picturesque tales oI Tobias Greene's escapades. 
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"You misconstrue my vagaries,’’ returned Vance, 
pausing before the old oil-painting of Tobias Greene 
over the fireplace. " I repudiate all ambition to become 
the family historian of the Greenes. . . . Not a bad 
head on Tobias," he commented, adjusting his monocle 
and inspecting the portrait. "An intcrcitin’ character. 
Dynamic forehead, with ijiore than fi. suggestion of the 
scholar. A rugged, prying nose. Yes, Tobias no doubt 
fared forth on many an adventurous quest. A cruel 
mouth, though—rather sinister, in fact. 1 wish the 
whiskers permitted one a view of the chin. It was round, 
with a deep cleft, I’d say—the substance oi which 
Chester's thin was but the simulacrum." 

" Very edifying," sneered .Markham. " But phrenology 
leaves itie cold this morning. Tell me, \auce: aro 
you labouting under some melodramatic notion that 
old Mannlu-im may have been resurrected and returned 
to wreak vengeance on the Greene progeny for wrongs 
done him by Tobias in the dim past ? 1 can t sec any 
other reason for the questions you put to Mrs. Mannheim. 
Don’t overlook the fact, however, that Mannheim’s 
dead.” 

"1 didn't attend the funeral.” Yancc sank lazily 
again in his chair. 

"Don’t be so unutterably futile,” snapped Markham. 
" What’s going through your head ? ” 

"An excellent figure of speech! It expresses my 
mental state jierfectly. Numberless things are 'going 
through my head.’ But nothing remains there. My 
brain’s'a veritable sieve.” 
licath projected himself into the discussion. 

“ My opinion is, sir, that the Mannheim angle of this 
affair is a washout. We’re dealing with the present, and 
the bird that did thi 9 shooting is somewheres around 
here right now.” • 

"You’re probably right, Sergeant,” conceded Vance. 
"But—my word!—it strikes me that every angle of 
the case—and, for that matter every cusp, arc, tangent, 
parabola, sine, radius, and hyperbole—is hopelessly 
’’Inundated.” 
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Chapter XI A Painful Interview 

(Friday, November nth ; n a.m.) 

Markham glared impatiently at his watch. 

"It's 'getting late," he cpmplained, "and I have 
an important appointment at noon. I think I’ll have 
* go at Rex Greene, and then leave matters in your 
hands for the time being, Sergeant. There’s nofhiig 
much to be done here now, and your routine work 
must be gone through with." 

Heath got up gloomily. 

"Yes; and one of the first things to be done is to 
go over this house with a fine-tooth comb for that re¬ 
volver. If we could find that gun we’d be ori our way.” 

"I don’t want to damp your ardour. Sergeant,” 
drawled Vance, "but something whispers in my car 
that the weapon you yearn for is going to prove dashed 
elusive.” 

Heath looked depressed; he was obviously of Vance’s 
opinion. 

"A hell of a case, this isl Not a lead—nothing to get 
your teeth in." 

He went to the archway and yanked the bell-cord 
viciously. When Sproot appeared he almost barked 
his demand that Mr. Rex Greene be produced at once; 
and he stood looking truculently after the retreating 
butler as if longing for an excuse to follow up his order 
with violence. 

Rex came in nervously, a half-smoked cigarette hang¬ 
ing from his lips. His eyes were sunken; his cheeks sagged 
and his short splay fingers fidgeted with the hem of his 
smoking jacket, like those of a man under the influence 
oihyoscine. He gave us a resentful, half-frightened gate, 
and planted himself aggressively before us, refusing to 
take the seat Markham indicated. Suddenly he demanded 
fiercely; 

"Have you found out yet who killed Julia and 
Chester ? ” 

"No," Markham admitted; "but we've taken every 
precaution against any recurrence. . . 
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“ Precaution? What £ave you done ? ” 

" We’ve stationed a man both front and rear-” 

A cackling laugh cat him short. 

"A lot of good-that'll do I The person who's after ns 
Greenes has ^key. He has a key, 1 tell you! And he can 
get in whenever he wants to, and nobody aan stop him.” 

"I think you exaggerate a little,"^returned Markham 
mildly. "In any case we hope to put our hands on him 
yeTy soon. And that's why I’ve asked you here again**- 
it's quite possible that you can help us.” 

"What do I know?” The man’s words were defiant, 
and he took several long inhalations on his cigarette, 
the ashes of which fell upon his jacket unnoticed. 

"You were asleep, I understand, when the shot was 
fired last night,” went on Markham's quiet voice; "but 
Sergeant Heath tells me yo* were awake until after 
eleven and heard noises in the hall. Supjx>se you tell 
us just what happened.” 

. "Nothing happened!” Rex blurted. "I went to bed 
at half-past ten, but I was too nervous to sleep. Then, 
some time later, the moon came out and fell across the 
loot of the bed; and I got up and pulled down the shade. 
About ten minutes later I heard a scraping sound in the 
hall, and directly afterward a door closed softly-” 

"Just a moment, Mr. Greene,” interrupted Vance. 
"Can you be a little more definite about that noise? 
What did it sound like ? ” 

"I didn’t pay any attention to it,” was the whining 
reply. "It might have been almost anything. It was 
like sofiieone laying down a bundle, or dragging some¬ 
thing across the floor; or it might have been old Sproot 
in his bedroom slippers, though it didn’t sound like 
him—that is, I didn’t associate him with the sound when 
I beard it.” 

"And after that?” 

"After that ? I lay awake in bed ten or fifteen minutes 
longer. I was restless and—and expectant; so I turned 
on the lights to see *hat time it wSs, and smoked half 
a cigarette-” 

" It was twenty-five minutes past eleven, I understand.” 

"That's right. Then a low minutes later I put out 
the light, and must have gone right to sleep." 


* 
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There was a pause, and Heath drew himself up 
F aggressively. 

"Say, Greene: know anything about firearms?" 
He shot the question out brutally. 

Rex stiffened. His lips sagged open, and his cigarette 
fell to the floor* The must It's of lus thin jowls twitched, 
and he fjlanced mcnicingly at^the'sergeant. 

"What d<j you mean?" The words were like a snail; 
•^4 1 noticed th.it his whole body was quivering. 

"Know what iKuame oi your brothers revolver*" 
pursued Heath relentlessly, thrusting out his jaw. 

Rex's mouth was working m a |uni\ysni ol fury and 
fear, but lie seemed unable to articulate 

"Where have you got it Jnddui t " Again Heath's 
voice sounded haishly. 

1 ’Rivol\er? . . . jliddtn? . . lasi • Rex had 

fiuceeeded in formulating liis words. "You— lilt by 
rotter! If you've got any idea that 1 have the revolver, 
go up and tear niv loom apart and look for it—and be 
damned to you!" His eyes flashed, and lus upper lip 
lifted over his teeth. But there \ias fright in his attitude 
as well as rage. 

Heath had leaned forward m* • w. is about (o say 
something further, wlien Vance quickly rose and laid 
a restraining hand on the sergeant’s arm. lie was too 
late, however, to avoid the thing he evidently hoped 
to forestall. What Heath had aheady said had sufficient 
stimulus to bnng alxjut a terrible reaction in lus victim. 

"What do 1 care what that unspeakable swine says?" 
he shouted, pointing a palsied linger at the sc.-goant. 
Oaths and vituperation welled shrilly from the twitching 
lips. His insensate wrath seemed to pass all oi dinary 
bounds. His enormous head was thrust forward like a 
python’s; and his face was tyanosod and contorted. 

•Vance stood poised, watching him alertly; and Mark* 
ham had instinctively moved back his chair. Even 
Heath was startled by Rex’s inordinate malignity. 

What might havfc happened I don’t know, had not 
Von Blon at that moment stepjied swiftly into the room 
and placed a restraining hand on the youth’s shoulder. 

"Rex!” he said, in a calm, authoritative voice. "Get 
a grip on yourself. You’re disturbing Ada." 
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The other ceased speaking abruptly; but his ferocity „ 
of manner did not wholly abate. He shook off the doctor’s 
hand angrily and swung round, facing Von Blon. 

“What are you interfering for?" he cried. “You’re 
always meddling in this house, coming here when you’re 
not sent for, and nosing into our affdfrs. Mother's 
paralysis is only an excuse. You’vefsaid yourself she'll 
never get well, and yet you keep coming, bringing her 
medicine and sending bills.” He gave the doctor a crafty 
leer. "Oh, you don't deceive me, I know why you come 
here I It's Sibella!" Again he thrust out his head ax^L 
grinned shrewdly. “ She’d be a good catch for a doctor/' 
too—wouldn't she? Plenty of money-” 

Suddenly he halted. His eyes did not leave Von 
Blon, but he shrank back and the twitching of his face 
began once more. A quivering finger went up; and 
a& he spoke his voice rose excitedly. 

“But Sibclla's money isn't enough. You want ours 
along with hers. So you’re arranging for her to inherit 
all of it. That’s it—that’s it I You're the one who’s 
been doing all this. . . . Oh, my God! You’ve got 
Chester’s gun—you took it! And you've got a key to 
the bouse—easy enough for you to have one made. 
That’s how you got in.” 

Von Blon shook his head sadly and smiled with rueful 
tolerance. It was an embarrassing moment, but he 
carried i* - ofl well. 

“Come, Rex," lie said quietly, like a person speaking 
to a refractory child. “You’ve said enough-” 

“Ha?e 11 ” cried the youth, his eyes gleaming un¬ 
naturally. “ You knew Chester had the revolver. You 
went camping with him the summer he got it—he told 
me so the other day, after Julia was killed.” His beady 
little eyes seemed to stare from his head; a spasm shook 
his emaciated body; and his fingers again began worryirig 
the hem of his jacket. 

Von Blon stepped swiftly forward jnd, putting a hand 
on each of his should As. shook him. 

“ That’ll do, Rex! ’’ The words were a sharp command. 
“If you carry on this way, we’ll have to lock you up in 
an institution." 

The threat was uttered in what I considered an un- 




necessarily brutal tone; but it, had the desired effect. 
A haunting fear showed in Rex's eyes. He seemed sud- 
d enly to go limp, and he docilely permitted Von Blon to 
Mflfhlm from the room. 

sweet specimen, that Rex," commented Vance. 
^Not a persomone would choose for a boon companion, 
vated macroccphalia—cortical irritation. But 1 say, 
t; really, y' know, you shouldn't have prodded 
so." 

ith grunted. 

ou can’t tell me that guy don’t know something, 
you can bet your sweet life I'm going to search hia 
room damn’ good for that gun." 

"It appears to me," rejoined Vance, "he’s too flighty 
to have planned the massacre in this house. He might 
blow up under pressure ar.d hit somebody wfth a handy 
missile; but I doubt if he'd lay any deep schemes and 
bide his time." 


“He’s good and scared about sometliing,” persisted 
Heath morosely. 

*’Hasn’t he cause to be? Maybe he thinks the elusive 
gunman hereabouts will choose him as the next target." 

■“If there is another gunman, he showed damn' bad 
taste not picking Rex out first." It was evident the 
sergeant was still smarting under the epithets that had 
so recently been directed at him. 

Von Blon returned to the drawing-room at this 


moment, looking troubled. ' 

"I've got Rex quieted," he said. "Gave him five 
grains of luminal. He’ll sleep for a few hours and wake up 
penitent. I’ve rarely seen him quite so violent as he was 
to-day. He’s supersensilivc—cerebral neurasthenia; and 
he’s apt to fly off the handle. Bat he's never dangerous." 
He scanned our faces swiftly. "One of you gentlemen 
must have said something pretty severe.” 

Heath looked sheepish. " 1 asked him where he’d bid 
the gun." 

"Ah!" The doctor gave th^ sergeant a look of 
questioning reproach. "Too bad! We have to be 
careful with Rex. He’s all right so long as be isn't, 
opposed too strongly. But I don’t just see, sir, what 
yotir object could have been in questioning him about 
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the revolver. Yob surely don't suspect him of having 
had a hand in these terrftle shootings." 

“You tell me who did the shootings, doc," retorted 
Heath pugnaciously, "and then I’ll tell you who I 
suspect." • •, 

"I regret that I am unable to enlighten you." Von 
Blon's tone exuded its habitual pleasantness. '“But I 
assure you Rex liad no part in them. They're quite, oht 
of keeping with his pathologic state.” 

"That’s the defence of half the high-class killed} wo 
get the goods on," countered Heath. 

"1 see I can’t argue with you." Von Blon sighed* 
regretfully, and. turned an engaging countenance in 
Markham's direction. ” Rex's absurd accusations puzzled 
me deeper, but, since tliis officer admits he practically 
accured thft boy of having the revolver, the situation 
becomes perfectly clear. A common form of instinctive 
self-protection, this attempting to shift blame on others. 
You can see, of course, that Rex was merely trying to turn 
suspicion upon me so as to free himself. It’s unfortunate, 
for he and I were always good fxlends. Poor Rex!’’ 

“By the by, doctor," came Vance’s indolent voice; 
“that point about your Ixing with Mr. Chester Greene 
on the camping-trip when he first secured the gun: was 
that correct? Or was it merely a fancy engendered by 
Rex*8 self-protective instinct ? ’’ 

Von BJpn smiled with faultless urbanity and, putting 
his head a little on one side, appeared to recall the past. 

"It may be correct," he admitted. "I was once with 
Chesterton a camping-trip. Yes, it’s quite likely— 
though 1 shouldn't like to state it definitely. It was so 
long ago." 

"Fifteen years, I think, Mr. Greene said. Ah, yes— a 
long time ago. Eheu tfugaces, Postume, Postume, labunittr 
anni. It’s very depressin’. And do you recall, doctor, d 
Mr. Greene had a revolver along on that particular 
outing ?" 

“Since you mentionsit, I believe I flo recall his having 
one, though again I should choose not to be definite on 
the subject.” 

“Perhaps you may recollect if lie used it for target 
practice." Vance’s tone was dulcet and uneager. "Pop* 
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png away at tree-boles and tin .cans and what not, don’t 
y* know.” 

Von Blon nodded reminiscently. 

“Ye-es. It’s quite possible. . . 

“And you yourself may have done a bit of dcsult’ry 
popping, what*? ” 

" To be sure, I may have.” p Von Blon spoke musingly, 
like one rqpalling childish pranks. “Yes, it’s wholly 
passible. ” 

Vance lapsed into a disinterested silence, and the 
doctor, after a moment's hesitation, rose. 

"I must be going, I’m afraid.” And with a gracious 
bow he started toward the door. “Oh,.by the way,” he 
said, pausing, “I almost forgot that Mrs. Greene told me 
she desired to see you gentlemen before you w<*nt. For¬ 
give me if I suggest that it might be wise to Humour her. 
She’s something of a dowager, and her invalidism has 
made her rather irritable and exacting.” 

” I’m glad you mentioned Mrs. Greene, doctor.” It was 
Vance who Spoke. " I’ve been intending to ask you 
about her. What is the nature of her paralysis ? ” 

Von Blon appeared surprised. 

"Why, a sort of paraplegia dolorosa—that is, a 
paralysis of the legs and lower part of the body, accom¬ 
panied by severe pains due to pressure of the indurations 
on the spinal cord and nerves. No spasticity of the limbs 
has supervened, however. Came on very suddenly with¬ 
out any premonitory symptoms about ten years ago— 
probably the result of transverse myelitis. There’s 
nothing really to be done but to keep her as conffortable 
as possible with symptomatic treatment, and to tone up 
the heart action. A sixtieth of strychnine three times a 
day takes care of the circulation." 

“Couldn't by any chance be a hysterical akinesia?” 

• *'Good Lord, no! There’s no hysteria.” Then his eyes 
widened in amazement. “Oh, I see! No; there’s no 
possibility of recovery, even partial. It’s organic 
paralysis.” 

“And atrophy?’’ 

“Oh, yes. Muscular atrophy is now pronounced.” 

"Thank you very much.” Vance lay back with half- 
closed eyes. 
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"Oh, not at all. And remember, Mr. Markham, that 
I always stand ready to iielp in any way I can. Please 
don’t hesitate to call on me." He bowed again, and went 
out. 

Markham got up and stretched his legs. 

"Come; we’ve been summoned to appear,” His 
facetiousness was a patentftlort to sl»kc oil the depres¬ 
sing gloom of the case. 

Mrs. Greene received us with almost unctuous cor Jr 
dialilv. 

"1 knew you’d grant the request of a poor old useless 
cripple,” she said, with an appealing smile; "though 
I'm used to being ignored. No one pays any attention 
to my wishes.” 

The nUtsc stood at the head ot bed arranging the 
pillows beneath the old lady's •houhleis. 

” Is that comfortable now ?" she asked. 

Mrs. Greene made a gesture of annoyance. 

"A lot you care whether I’m comfortable or notl 
Why can’t you let me alone, nurse? You’re alwavs 
disturbing me. There was nothing wrong with the 
pillows. And 1 don’t want you in here now anyway. Go 
and sit with Ada.” 

The nurse drew a long, patient breath, and went 
silently from the room; closing the door behind her. 

Mrs. Greene reverted to her former ingratiating manner. 

"No one understands my needs the way Ada does, 
Mr. Markham. What a relief it will be when the clear 
child gets well enough 10 care for me again 1 But I 
mustn’t lorn plain The nurse docs the best she knows 
how, I suppose. Please sit down, gentlemen . . . yet 
what wouldn't I give if I could only stand up the way 
you can. No one realises what it means to be a helpless 
paralytic.” 

Markham did not avail himself of the invitation, but 
waited until she had finished speaking, and then said; 

"Please believe that you have my deepest sympathy, 
madam. . . . You senator me, Doctor Von Bion said." 

"Yesl" She looked at him calculatingly. “I wanted 
to ask you a favour.” 

She paused, and Markham bowed but did not answer.. 

"I wanted to request you to drop this investigation* 



I've had enough wor r y and disturbance as it is. But 1 
don't count. It's the family r m thinking of—the good 
name of the Greenes." A note of pride came into her 
voice. "What need is there to drag us through the mire 
and make us an object of scandalous gossip for the 
canaille* I want peace and quiet, Mr. Markham. I won't 
be here much longer; and wtyy should my house be over- 
pun with policemen just because Julia and Chester have 
buffered their just deserts for neglecting me and letting 
me suffer here alone? I’m an old woman and a cripple, 
and I'm deserving of a little consideration.” 

Her face clouded, and her voice became harsh. 

"You haven't any right to come here and upset my 
house and annoy me in this outrageous fashion! I haven’t 
had a minute's rest since all this excitement tfegan, and 
my spine is paining me to I can hardly brdkthe." She 
took several stertorous breaths, and her eyes dashed 
indignantly. "I don't expect any better treatment from 
my children—they’re hairi and thoughtless. But you, 
Mr. Markham—an outsider, a stranger: why should you 
want to torture me with all this commotion ? It’s out¬ 
rageous—inhuman I ” 

“I am sorry if the presence of the officers of the law 
in your house disturbs you," Markham told her gravely;, 
"but I have no alternative. When a crime has been 
committed it is my duty to investigate, and to use every 
means at my disposal to bring the guilty ^person to 
justice." 

"Justice!" The old lady repeated the word scorn¬ 
fully. "Justice has already been done. I've beert avenged 
for the treatment I’ve received these many years, lying 
here helpless." 

There was something almost terrifying in the woman's 
cruel and unrelenting hatred of her children, and in tbs 
told-blooded satisfaction she seemed to take that two of 
them had been punished by death. Markham, natural!/' 
sympathetic, revolted against her attitude. 

"However mu<?h gratification you may fed at tbe 
murder of your son and daughter, madam," he said 
coldly, “it does not release me from my dutv to find the- 
murderer. Was there anything else you wished to speak 
to me about ? " 



For a •while she sat silent, her face working with 
impotent passion. The g&ze she bent on Markham was 
almost ferocious. But presently the vindictive vigilance 
of her eyes relaxed, and she drew a deep sigh. 

"No; you may go now. I have nothing more to say. 
And, anyway, who cares about an helpless woman like 
me? I should have learned by this time that nobody 
thinks of my comfort, lying here all alone, unable to help, 
myself—a nuisance to everyone. . . .'* 

Her whining, self-pitying voice followed us as we made 
our escape. 

”Y’ know, Markham,” said Vance, as we came into 
the lower hall, "the Empress Dowager is not entirely 
devoid of reason. Her suggestion is deserving of con¬ 
sideration.* The clarion vpice of duty may summon you 
to this ques^ but—my word!—jwhither shall one quest? 
There's nothing sane in this house—nothing that lends 
itself to ordin’ry normal reason. Why not take her advice 
and chuck it ? Even if you learn the truth, it’s likely to 
prove a sort of Pyrrhic vict’ry. I’m afraid it’ll be more 
terrible than the crimes themselves.” 

Markham did not deign to answer; he was familiar 
with Vance's heresies, and lie also knew that Vance him¬ 
self would be the last person to throw over an unsolved 


problem. 

"We’ve got something to go on, Mr. Vance,” sub¬ 
mitted Ifeath solemnly, but without enthusiasm. 
"There's those foot-tracks, for instance; and we've got 
the missing gun to find. Dubois is upstairs now taking 
finger-priftts. And the reports on the servants’ll be 
coming along soon. There’s no telling what’ll turn up 
in a few days. I’ll have a dozen men working on this 
case before night.” 

" Such zeal, Sergeant! But it’s in the atmosphere of 
this old house—not in tangible clues—that the truth lies 
hidden. It’s somewhere in these old jumbled rooms; 
it’s peering out from dark comers and from behind doors. 
It's here—in this very hall, perhaps.” 

‘•. His tone was fraught with troubled concern, and 
Ifrrkham looked at him sharply. 

-'/'"I think-you’re right, Vance.” be muttered. "But 
l#w is one to get at it?” 
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*' 'Pon my soul, I don’t kncjw. How does one get aV 
Bpectres, anyway? I've never had much intimate inter¬ 
course with ghosts, don’t y' know.” 

“You’re talking rubbish!" Markham jerked on his 
overcoat, and turned to Heath. "You go ahead, Ser- 
geant; c and kfcep in touch with me. If nothing develops 
from your inquiifts, wc’U discuss the rext step." 

And he -and \'ance and I went out to the waiting car. 


Chapter XII A Motor Ride 

(Xovcmber i -’’V —Xmember 25/A.) 

The inquiry was pushed according to the last traditions 
of the Police Department. Captain Carl I biffedorn, the 
fire-arms expert,* roaden minute scieniilit:Examination 
of the bullets. The same revolver, he found, had fired all 
three shots: the jieculiar rilling told him this: and he 
was able to state that the revolver was an old Smith & 
Wesson of a style whose manufacture had been dis¬ 
continued. But, while these findings ofiered substantia¬ 
tion to the theory that Chester Greene’s missing gun was 
the one used by the murderer, they added nothing to the 
facts already established or suspected. Deputy Inspector 
Conrad Brenner, the burgher-tools expert.f had con¬ 
ducted an exhaustive examination of the scene for 
evidential signs of a forced entrance, but had found no 
traces whatever of a housebreaker. 

Dubois and his assistant Bellamy—the two leading 
fmg-T-print authorities of the New York Police Depart-, 
ment—went so far as to take finger-prints of every merf 
ter of the Greene household, including Doctor Von Blon; 
and these were compared with the impressions found in 
tl.e hallways and in the rooms where the shootings had 
^occurred. But when this tedious process was over not 
an unidentified print remained; and all those that bad 
been found and photographed were logically accounted- 
for. 

\ 

* Captain Hafcdom was the expert who supplied Vance with the technical 
data in the Bcnsou murde r am , which made it possible to him to establish 
the height of the murdercr^Bn 

t It was Inspector Brenner who examined and reported on the cMedfcd 
Jewel-baa in the “Canary” murder case. 
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Chaster Greene’s goloshes were taken to Headquarters 
and turned over to Captain Teryin, who carefully com¬ 
pared them with the mer sure ments and the patterns 
made by Snitkin. No new faci concerning them, however, 
was discovered. The tracks in the snow. Captain Jerym 
reported, had been made either by the golosHfes givgn him 
or by another pair of the exagt size and last. Beyond this 
statement he could not, he said, conscientiously go. 

It was established that no one in the Greene mansion, * 
with the exception of Chester and Rex, owned goloshes; 
and Rex’s were number seven—three sizes smaller than 
those found in Chester’s clothes-closet. Sproot used only 
storm-rubbers, size eight; and Doctor Von Blon, who 
affected gaiters in winter, always wore rubber sandals 
during stortnv weather. 

The searclf for the missing revolver occupied several 
days. Heath turned the task over to men trained 
especially in this branch of work, and supplied them with 
a search-warrant in case they should meet with any 
opposition. But no obstacle was put in their way. The 
house was systematically ransacked from basement to 
attic. Even Mrs. Greene’s quarters were subjected to a 
search. The old lady had at first objected, but finally 
gave her consent, and even seemed a bit disappointed 
when the men had finished. The only room that was not 
gone over was Tobias Greene’s library. Owing to the 
fact that Mrs. Greene never let the key go out of her 
possession, and had permitted no one to cuter the room 
since her husband's death, Heath decided not to force 
the issue Vhen she refused point-blank to deliver the 
Itty. Every other nook and comer of the house, how¬ 
ever, was combed by the sergeant’s men. But no sign of 
the revolver rewarded their efforts. 

The autopsies revealed nothing at variance with 
Doctor Doremus’s preliminary findings. Julia and* 
Chester had each died instantaneously from the effects of 
a, bullet entering the heart, shot from a revolver held at 
close range. No other potsible cause of death was present 
in either body; and there were no indications of a 
struggle. ^ 

. No unknown or suspicious persdWad been seen near 
the Greene mansion on the night of either murder. 



although several people werg found who haffgbeen 'In 
the neighbourhood at the time; and a bootmwRr^ho. 
lived on. the second floor of the Narcoss Flats in 
Street, opposite to the house, stated that he had peen 
sitting at his window, smoking his bedtime pipe, daring 
the time of Both shootings, and could swear that no one 
had passed dowif that end ef the street. 

However, the guard which had been placed over the 
* Greene mansion was not relaxed. Men were on duty 
day and night at both entrances to the estate, and 
everyone entering or leaving the premises was closely 
scrutinized. So close a watch was kept that strange 
tradesmen found it inconvenient and at times difficult 
to make ordinary deliveries. 

The reports that were turned in cqnceming the 
servants were unsatisfactory from the standpoint pf 
detail; but all the facts unearthed tended to eliminate 
each subject from any possible connection with the 
crimes. Barton, the younger maid, who had quitted the 
Greene establishment the morning after the second 
tragedy, proved to be the daughter of respectable work¬ 
ing people living in Jersey City. Her record was good, 
and her companions all appeared to be harmless members 
of her own class. 

Hemming, it turned out, was a widow who, up to the 
time of her employment with the Greenes, had kept 
house for her husband, an iron-worker, in Altoona, Ra. 
She was remembered even there among her former neigh¬ 
bours as a religious fanatic who had led hey husband 
sternly and exultantly in the narrow path of enforopd 
rectitude. When he was killed by a furnace exploit 
she declared it was the hand of God striking him down 
for some secret sin. Her associates were few; they were 
in the main members of a small congregation of Ea«t& 
Side Anabaptists. 

The summer gardener of the Greenes—a middle- 
aged Pole name^ Krimski—was discovered in a private 
saloon in Harlem, well under the benumbing influence, 
of synthetic whisky—a state of beatific lassitude he hade 
maintained, with greater or lesser steadfastness^ sine# 
the end of summer. He was at once eliminated ffafo 
police consideration. ' ‘" 


Hfejtveatigation mtOgtne habits and associates oi 
Mrw Mannheim and Sproot brought nothing whatever 
toughs Indeed, tHe habits of these two were exemplary, 
and their contacts with the outside world so meagre 
as to be regarded as almost non-existent. # Sproot had 
no visible friends, and his acquaintances were limited 
to an English valet in Patk Avenue and the trades¬ 
people of the neighbourhood. He was solitary by nature, ( 
and what few recreations he permitted himself were 
indulged in unaccompanied. Mrs. Mannheim had rarely 
left the premises of the Greene house since she had taken 
up her duties there at the time of her husband's death, 
and apparently kdew no one in New York outside of 
tbe house Ip Id. 

The repoi|s dashed whatever hopes Sergeant Heath 
may have harboured of finding^ solution to the Greene 
mystery by way of a possible accomplice in the house 
itself. 

“I guess we’ll have to give up the idea of an inside 
Job," he lamented one morning in Markham's office a 
lew days after the shooting of Chester Greene. 

Vance, who was present, eyed him larily. 

"I shouldn’t say that, don’t y’ know, Sergeant. On 
the contrary, it was indubitably an inside job, though 
not just the variety you have in mind.’’ 

“You mean you think some member of the family 

did it?” • 

“Well—perhaps: something rather along that line.” 
Vance draw on his cigarette thoughtfully. “But that's 
not exactly what I meant. It’s a situation, a set of con¬ 
ditions—an atmosphere, let us say—that’s guilty. A 
Bifbtle and deadly poison is responsible for the crimes. 
And that poison is generated in the Greene mansion.'' 

$ “ A swell time I ‘d have trying to arrest an atmosphere—, 
W a poison cither, for the matter of that,’’ snorted Heath. 

"“Oh, there’s a flesh-and-blood victim awaiting your 
manacles somewhere, Sergeant—the agent, so to speak, 
ofthe atmosphere." 

* Markham, who had been conning the various reports 
ofthecase, sighed heavily, and settled back in bis chair. 

Will. I wish to heaven,” he interposed bitterly, 
“that give os some hint as to his identity, the 
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papers are at it hammer and terngs. 
deleeation of reporters here this n 


There’s 


delegation of reporters here this morning.... ^ *•v 

The fact was that rarely had there been in Nev^Ydjk*S 
journalistic history a case which had so tenacs^nsly 
sei?§d upon the public imagination. The shoot»n£*pf 
Julia'And Ala Greene had been treated sensational 
but perfunctorily; but after Chester Greene's murdfer 
an entirety different spirit animated the newspaper' 
’ stories. Here was something romantically sinister— 
something which brought back forgotten pages ,pf 
criminal history’.* Columns were devoted to accounts 
of the Greene family history’. Genealogical archive* 
were delved into for remote tit-bits. Old Tobias Greene's 
record was raked over, and stories of his eajly life be¬ 
came the common property of the man the street. 
Pictures of all the memflers of the Greene family accom¬ 
panied these spectacular tales; and the Greene mansion 
itself, photographed from every possible angle, Wfl 
used regularly to illustrate the flamboyant accounts ol 
the crimes so recently perpetrated there. 

The story of the Greene murders spread over the 
entire country, and even the press of Europe found 
space for it. The tragedy’ taken in connection with 
the social prominence of the family and the romantic 
history of its progenitors, apjx-alcd irresistibly to the 
morbidity and the snobbery of the public. 

It was natural that the police and the District Attor¬ 
ney's office should be bounded by the representatives 
of the press; and it was also natural that bglh H*ftth 
and Markham should lie sorely troubled by the filet 
that all their cherts to lay hands on the criminal Imd 
come to naught. Several conferences had been called 
in Markham's olfice, at each of which the ground had 
been carefully reploughed; but not one helpful suggestion 
'had been turned up. Two weeks alter the murder‘of 
Chester Greene the case began to take on the aspect of 
1 stalemate. 

% 

• Amon*' the famous rases mentioned as lx»inc i u some manner comptrmbfo 
to the Greene Routings were the mass murders of /.andru, 

I roppiianri, 1 ritz Haunnanri and Mrs. Belle Gunnels; tho tavern miBflRIol, 
th« lenders; the Vaj» der Linden poisonings in Holland: the Betf 7w* m 
cask strangling*; the Hughey murders oi Doctor William Pahatf; 1** w 
Deating to death of Benjamin Nathan. • 
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fortnight, however, Vance had not been 
situation had cfcught and held his interest, 
ondikTiad he dismissed it from his mind since 
that jjfiifct moaning when Chester Greene had applied 
to; Markham f«»r help. He said little about the case, 
bet he had attended each of the conference*; and from 
casual comments I knew Jio was both fascinated and 
perplexed by the problem it presented. 

•So convinced was lie that the Greene mansion itself ■ 
held the secret to the crimes enacted there that he had 
m&dfi it a pointto call at the house several times without 
Markham. Markham, in fact, had betn there but once 
sincC'thc second crime. It was not that lie was shirking 
tys-task. There‘was, in reality. Utile for him to do; 
and the rdhl me duties of Ins office >v*-re particularly 
heavy at that time* m 

Sibella lud insisted that the funerals of Julia and 
-jCJkSter be combined in one service, which wa•• held in 
uie private chapel of Malcomli's Undertaking 1’arlour.s. 
Only a few intimate acquaintances were notilied (though 
a curious crowd gathered outside the building, attracted 
by the sensational associations of the oosoquics); and 
the interment at Woodlawn Cemetery was strictly 
ivate. Doctor Van lilou accompanied Sibella and 
ex to the chapel, and sat with them during the sor- 
'.vices. Ada, though improving rapidly, was still con- 
’ to the house; and Mrs. Greene’s paralysis of course 
her attendance impossible, although I doubt if 
2S would have gone in any case, for when the suggestion 
Sprat made athat the sendees be held at home she had 
^vetoed it emphatically. 

It was on the day after the funeral that Vance paid 
k '* first unofficial visit to the Greene mansion. Sibella 
ived him without any show of surprise. 

I’cr. so glad you've come," she greeted him, almost* 
ily, "I knew you weren't a policeman the first time 
fiw you. Imagine a policeman smoking Regie cigar- 
*"! And I’m dyin^f for someone "to talk to. Of 
all the people I know avoid me now as they 

famous impure-milk scandal was then to the fore, and the cases were 
Wring on the court calendar. Abo, at that time, there waa an anS- 

New Yak; aDd 016 DiiUkt Atto “* • o»o* 


£ 
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would a pestilence. 1 haven’t had an invitation since 
lulia passed from this silly life. Respect for tile dead, 

I believe they call it. And just when 1 most need 
diversion! ” 

She rang for the butler and ordered tea. 

" Sproot quakes milch better tea than he does coffee, 
thank heaven I” she ran on, with a kind of nervous 
detachment. ‘‘What a sweet day we had yesterday 1 
Funerals^ are hideous farces. I could hardly keep a 
straight face when the officiating reverend doctor began 
extolling the glories of the departed. And all the time 
•—poor man—he was eaten up with morbid curiosity, 
I'm sure he enjoyed it so much that he wouldn’t com¬ 
plain if 1 entirely forgot to send him a cheque for bis ' 
kind words. ..." ' , 

The tea was served, but before Sproot had withdrawn 
Sibella turned to him pettishly. 

*‘I simply can’t stand any more tea. I want a Scotch 
high-ball.” She lifted her eyes to Vance inquiringly, 
but he insisted that he preferred tea; and the girl drank 
her high-ball alone. 

"I crave stimulation these days,” she explained airily. 
"This moated grange, so to speak, is getting on my 
young and fretful nerves. And the burden of being a 
celebrity is quite overwhelming. I really have become 
a celebrity, you know. In fact, all the Greenes are quite 
famous now. I never imagined a mere murder or two 
could give a family such positively irrational prominence. 
I’ll probably be in Hollywood yet.” , 

She gave a laugh which struck me as a tri'le strained. 
"It’s just too jolly! Even mother is enjoying it. 
She gets ah the papers and reads every word that’s 
written about us—which is a blessing, let me tell you. 
She’s almost forgotten to find fault; and I haven’t 
- heard a word about her spine for days. The Lord tem¬ 
pers the wind—or is it something about an ill wind I’m 
trying to quote? I always get my classical references 
confused. t 

She ran on in this flippant vein for half an hMEr cv 
so. But whether her callousness was genuine or 
a brave attempt to counteract the pall of tragedy to* 
hung over her I couldn't make out. Vance 



129 


THE GREENE MURDER CASE 

0 

interested and amused. He seemed to sense a certain 
emotional necessity i.n th£ girl to relieve her mind; 
but long before we went away he had led the conversa¬ 
tion round to commonplace matters. When we rose to 
go Sibclla insisted that we come again. 

“You're so comforting, Mr. Vance," she Mud. "I’m 
sure you’re not a moralist; rod you haven’t once con¬ 
doled with me over my bereavements. TlianV heaven, 
we Greenes have no relatives to swoop down on us and 
bathe us in tears. I'm sure I'd commit suicide if we had." 

Vance and 1 called twice more within the week, and 
were received cordially. Sibella’s high spirits were 
always the same. If she felt the horror that had des¬ 
cended so .suddenly and unexpectedly upon her home, 

’ she managed to hide it well. Only in her eagerness to 
talk freely and in her exaggerated efforts to avoid all 
sign of mourning did 1 sense any effects on her of the 
terrible experience she had been through. 

Vance on none of his visits referred directly to the 
crimes; and I became deeply puzzled by his attitude, 
lie was trying to learn something—ot that 1 was positive. 
But I failed to see what possible progress he could make 
by the casual methods he was pursuing. Had I not 
known him better I might have suspected him of being 
personally interested in Sibclla; but such a notion I 
dismissed simultaneously with its formulation. I 
noticed, however, that after each call he became un¬ 
accountably pensive; and one evening, after we had had 
tea with Sibclla, he sat for an hour before the tire in his 
living-roonT without turning a page of the volume of da 
Vinci’s "Trattato della 111 turn" which lay open before 
him. 

On one of his visits to the Greene mansion he had 
met and talked with Rex. At lirst the youth had been 
surly and resentful of our presence; but before we went* 
away he and Vance were discussing such subjects as 
Ebfstein’s general-relativity theory, tlw Moultun-Cham- 
berlin planetesimal hypothesis, and Poincare’s science 
of numbers, on a plane quite beyond the grasp of a mere 
layman like myself. Rex had warmed up to the dis¬ 
cussion in an almost friendly manner, anil at parting 
had even offered his hand for Vance to shake. 
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On another occasion Vance had asked Sibella to 
be permitted to pay his rejects to Mrs. Greene. His 
apologies to her—which he gave a semi-official flavour— 
for all the annoyance caused by the police immediately 
ingratiated him in the old lady's good graces. He was 
most solicitous about her health, and asked her numerous 
questions regarding her paralysis—the nature of her 
spinal pains and the symptoms of her restlessness. His 
air of sympathetic concern drew from her an elaborate 
and detailed jeremiad. 

Twice Vance talked to Ada, who was now up and 
about, but with her arm still in a sling. For some 
reason, however, the girl appeared almost farouche when 
approached by him. One day when we \\ere at the 
house Von Blon called, and Vance scemet^ to go out of * 
his way to hold him in conversation. 

As 1 have said, I could not fathom his motive in all 
this apparently desultory social give-and-take. He never 
broached the subject of the tragedies except in the 
most indirect way; he appeared, rather, to avoid the 
topic deliberately. But I did notice that, however casual 
his manner, he was closely studying everyone in the 
house. No nuance of tone, no subtlety of reaction, 
escaped him. He was, I knew, storing away impressions, 
analysing minute phases of conduct, and probing de¬ 
licately into the psychological mainsprings of each person 
he talked to. ^ 

We had called perhaps four or five times at the Ureene 
mansion when an episode occurred which must be re¬ 
counted here in order to clarify a later development 
of the case. I though little of it at the time, but, though 
seemingly trivial, it was to prove of the most sinister 
significance before many days had passed. In fact, had 
it not been for this episode there is no telling to what 
awful lengths the gruesome tragedy of the Greenes m%ht 
have gone; for Vance—in one of those strange mental 
flashes of his which always seeded wholly intuitive but 
were in reality, the result of long, subtle reasoning— 
remembered the incident at a crucial moment, and 
related it swiftly to other incidents which in themselves 
appeared trifling, but which, when co-ordinated, tods on 
a tremendous and terrible importance. 
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Daring the second week following Chester Greene's 
th the weather moderated markedly. We had several 
be a uti f ul dear days, crisp, sunshiny, and invigorating. 
The snow had almost entirely disappeared, and the 
ground was firm, without any of the slush that usually 
follows a winter thaw. On Thursday, Vanc^and I called 
at the Greene mansion earjier than On &\y pi'evious 
visit, and we saw Doctor Von Blon's car parked before 
the gate. 

"Ah!'' Vance observed. "I do hope the family 
Paracelsus is not departing immediately. The man 
lures me; and his exact relationship to the Greene 
family irks my curiosity.” 

Von Blon, as a matter of fact, was preparing to go as 
we entered the hallway. Sibella and Ada, bundled in 
their furs, stood just behind him; and it was evident 
that they were accompanying him. 

. "It was such a pleasant day,” explained Von Blon, 
somewhat disconccrtedly, "I thought I’d take the girls 
<jfor a drive.” 

Y '-And you and Mr. Van Dine must come with us,” 
chimed in Sibella, smiling hospitably at Vance. "If 
the doctor’s temperamental driving affects your heart 
action, I promise to take the wheel myself. I’m really 
an expert chauffeur.” 

I surprised a look of displeasure on Von Blon’s face; 
but Vance accepted the invitationqgvithout demur; 
and in a few moments we were riding across town, 
comfortably installed in the doctor's big Daimler, with 
Sibella it. front, next to the driver’s seat, and Ada 
between Vance and me in the tonneau. 

We went north on Fifth Avenue, entered Central 
Park, and, emerging at the 72nd Street entrance, headed 

S Riverside Drive. The Hudson River lay like a sheet 
Mue-grass below us, and the Jersey palisades in the 
Fclear air of early afternoon were as plainly etched 
as a Degas drawing. At Dyckman Street we went up 
Broadway, and turned? west on the' Spuyten Duyvil 
Road to Palisade Avenue overlooking the old wooded 
estates along the water. We passed through a private 
xoedway lined with hedges, turned inland again to 
Sycamore Avenue, and came oat on the Kiverdale Road. 
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We drove through Yonkers, np North Broadway into 
Hastings, and then skirted the Longue Vue Hill. Beyond 
Dobbs Ferry we entered the Hudson Road, and at 
Ardsley again turned west beside the Country Club 
golf-links, and came out on the river level. Beyond the 
Ardsley Station a narrow dirt road ran up the hill along 
the whtcr; and,'instead of. following the main highway 
to the ^ast, we continued up this little-used road, 
emerging on a kind of plateau of wild pasture-land. 

A mile or so farther on—about midway between 
Ardsley and Tarrytown—a small dun hill, like a boulder, 
loomed directly in our path. When we came to the foot 
of it, the road swung sharply to the west along a curved 
promontory. The turn was narrow And dangerous, with 
the steep upward slope of the hill on one side and tho 
precipitous, rocky descent into the river 6n the other. 
A flimsy wooden fence had been built along the edge of 
the drop, though what possible protection it could be 
to a reckless or even careless driver 1 could not see. 

As we came to the outermost arc of the little detour 
Von Blon brought the car to a stop, the front wheels 
pointing directly toward the precipice. A magnificent 
vista stretched before us. We could look up and down 
the Hudson for miles. And there was a sense of isola¬ 
tion about the sjiot, for the hill behind us completely 
shut off the country inland. 

We sat for several moments taking in the unnsual 
view. Then Sibclla spoke. Her voice watf' whimsical, 
but a curious note of defiance informed it. 

‘‘What a perfectly ripping spot for a murierl" she 


exclaimed, leaning over and looking down tho steep 
slope of the bluff. “Why run the risk of shooting 
people when all you have to do is to take them for a 
ride to this snug little shelf, jump from the car, and let 
•them topple—machine and all—over the precipice? 
Just another unfortunate auto accident—and no She 
the wiser! . . . Really, 1 think I’ll take up crime in 
a serious way.” * ** 

I felt a shudder pass over Ada's body, and I noticed 
that her face paled. Silxdla’s comments struck me as 
particularly heartless and unthinking in view of 0e 
terrible experience through which her sister had 40 
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recently passed. The cruelty of her words evidently 
struck the doctor also, io» be turned toward her with 
a look of consternation. 

. Vance glanced quickly at Ada. and then attempted to 
banish the embarrassment of the tense silence by re¬ 
marking lightly: 

"We refuse to take alanjj. howevc*, Miss Gfbene; 
for no one, d'ye see, could seriously consider a criminal 
career on a day as perfect as this. Taine's Aeon' of 
climatic influences is most comfortin’ in moments like 
this." 

Von Blon said nothing, but liis reproachful eyes did 
not leave Siliella’s face. 

"Oh, let us go fiaek!” cried Ada pitifully, nestling 
, closer und£r the lap-robe, as if the utr had suddenly 
become chill.* # 

Without a word Von Blon reversed the machine; and 
a morncut later v.e were on our wav back to the city. 


Chapter XIII The Thiro Trackoy 

(.Vu.'m&T 28.dj and Xovnvhrr 30ft-). 

The following Sunday evening. November 2.3th. Mark- 
barn invited Inspector Moran, and Heath, to theStuyve- 
sant Club for an informal conference. Vance and 1 k.vl 
dined with him and were picsent when the two police 
officials arrived. We retired to Matkluun’s favourite 
comer of the club’s lounge-room; and soon a general 
discussion of the Greene murders was under way. 

"I’m rather amazed,” said the inspector, his voice 
even quieter than usual, " that nothing has turned up 
to focus the inquiry. In the average murder case there 
are numerous lines to he explored, even if the right one 
is not hit upon immediately. But in this affair there* 
appears to be nothing w hatever on which to concentrate." 

"That fact in itself, I should say,’’ rejoined Vance, 
"constitutes a disting uiahing characteristic of the case 
which shouldn’t be overlooked, don’t y ’ knew. It’s a clue 
of vital importance, aud if only we could probe its signi¬ 
ficance I think we'd be on our way toward a solution." 

"A fine clue that is 1 ” grumbled Heath. "' What cluo 
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Of Tobias’s will. No one gets a dollar, I understand, 
who doesn’t remain in the* mansion until the worms 
have ravaged his carcass for a full quarter of a century. 
And even if you succeeded in scattering the remnants of 
the Greene line, and locked up the house, you wouldn’t 
have,stamped out the killer. And there’ll be no end of 
this thing until £ purifyingrstake has been driven through 
his heart.” 

"Are you going in now for vampirism, Vance?" The 
case had exacerbated Markham's nerves. "Shall we 
draw an enchanted ring around tho house and hang 
garlic on the door ?" 

Markham’s extravagant comment of harassed dis¬ 
couragement seemed to express the hopelqss state of 
r-'ind of all of us, and there was a long silence. It was • 
Heath who first came back to a practical consideration 
of the matter in hand. 

"You spoke, Mr. Vance, about old man Greene’s will. 
And I’ve been thinking that, if we knew all the terms of 
that will, we might find something to help us. There’s 
millions in the estate, all of it left, I bear, to the old lady. 
What I’d like to know is, has she a full right to dispose 
of it any way she likes ? And I’d also like to know what 
kind of a will the old lady herself has made. With all 
that money at stake, we might get on to a motive of 
some kind.” 

“Quite—quite!” Vance looked at Ileath with undis¬ 
guised admiration. " That’s the most sensible suggestion 

tliat’s been made thus far. I salute you, Sergeant. Yes, 
old Tobias’s money may have some Injuring on the case. 
Not a direct bearing, perhaps; but the influence of that 
money—the subterranean power it exerts—is undoubt¬ 
edly tangled up in these; crimes. How about it, Mark¬ 
ham ? How does one go about finding out about other 
' people’s wills ? ” 

Markham pondered the point. 

"I don’t believe there’d be eyiy great difficulty in the 
present instance. Tobias Greene’s will is a matter of 
record, of course, though it might take some little time 
to look it up in the Surrogate's files; and I happen to 
know old Buckway, the senior partner of Buckway & 
Aldine, the Greene solicitors. I see him here at 4be 
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club occasionally, and I've done one or two small favours 
for him. I think I could induce him to tell me confidenti¬ 
ally the terms of Mrs. Greene’s will. I’ll see what can 
be done to-morrow.” 

Half an hour later the conference broke up and we 
went home. 

"I fear those wills are nofc going to help much,*’ Vance 
remarked, as he sipped his high-ball before the fire late 
that night. “ Like everything else in this harrowin’ case, 
they’ll ]Kissess some significance that can’t be grasped 
until they’re fitted into the final picture.” 

He rose and, going to the bookshelves, took down a 
small volume. 

“And now 1 think I’ll erase the Greene’s from my mind 
pro temjhre, and dip into the ‘ Satyr icon.' The fusty 
historians fKit her frightfully about the reasons fofThe 
fall of Rome, whereas the eternal answer is contained 
in Pctronius’s imperishable classic of that city’s deca¬ 
dence.” 

He settled himself and turned the pages of his book. 
But there was no concentration in his attitude, and his 
eyes wandered constantly from the text. 

Two days later—on Tuesday, November 30 th—Mark¬ 
ham telephoned Vance shortly after ten o'clock in the 
morning, and ;iskod him to come at once to the office. 
Vance was preparing to attend an exhibition of negro 
sculpture at the Modern Gallery,* but this indulgence 
was postponed in view of the District Attorney's urgent 
call; and in loss thau half an hour wo were at the Criminal 
Courts 3uilding. 

"Ada Greene called up this morning, and asked to see 
me without delay,” explained Markham. "I offered to 
send Heath out and, if necessary, to come myself later 
on. But she seemed particularly anxious that I shouldn't 
do that, and insisted on coming here: said it was*a 
matter she could speak of more freely away from the 
house. She .seemed somewhat upset, so I told her to 
come ahead. Then 1 “phoned you afid notified Heath." 

Vance settled himself and lit a cigarette. 

"I don’t wonder she’d grasp at any chance to shake 

• The Modem Gallery was then under the direction of Marina de Zayas, 
Whole collection of African •Utuettc-fcUchcs was perhaps the finest in Amenta. 
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the atmosphere o» her surroundings. And, Markham, 
IVe come to the conclusion that girl knows something 
that would be highly valuable to our inquiry. It's quite 
possible, don’t y’ know, that she's now reached a point 
where she’ll tell us what’s on her mind." 

As he spokorthe sergeant was announced, and Markham 
briefly explained fne situation to him. 

"It looks to me," said Heath gloomily, but with in¬ 
terest, "like it was our only chance of getting a lead. We 
haven’t learned anything ourselves that’s worth a damn, 
and unless somebody spills a few suggestions we're up 
against it." 

Ten minutes later Ada Greene was ushered into the 
office. Though her pallor had gone and her arm was no 
Ion per in a sling, she still gave one the impression of 
weakness. But there was none of the tremulousness or 
shrinking in her bearing that had heretofore characterized 
her. 

She sat down before Markham’s desk, and for a while 
frowned up at the sunlight, as if debating how to begin. 

" It's about Rex, Mr. Markham," she said finally. " I 
really don't know whether I should have come here or 
not—it may be very disloyal of me. . . ." She gave 
him a look of appealing indecision. "Oh, tell me: if 
a person knows something—something bad and dan¬ 
gerous—about someone very close and very dear, should 
that person tell, when it might make terrible trouble ?" 

* * That all depends, ’' Markham answered gravely. * ‘ In 
the present circumstances, if you know anything that 
might be helpful to a solution of the murder 'of your 
brother and sister, it’s your duty to speak.” 

"Even if the thing were told me in confidence?" she 
persisted. "And the person were a member of my 
family ? " 

1 "Even under those conditions, I think," Markham 
spoke paternally. " Two terrible crimes have been com¬ 
mitted, and nothing should be held back that might 
bring the murderer to justice—whoever he may be." 

The girl averted her troubled face for a moment. Then 
she lifted her head with sudden resolution. 

" I’ll tell you. . . . You know you asked Rex about 
the 6hot in my room, and he told you he didn't heac.it. 
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Well, lie confided in me, Mr. Markham; and he did hear 
the shot. Bat he was afraid to admit it lest you might 
think it funny he didn't get up and give the alarm.** 
"Why do you think he remained in bed silent, and 
pretended to everyone he was asleep?" Markham at¬ 
tempted to suppress the keen interest the girl’s informa-, 
tion had roused in him. , • 

"That’s what I don’t understand. He wouldn’t tell 
me. But he had some reason—I know he did!—somg 
reason that terrified him. I begged him to tell me, but 
the only explanation he gave was that the shot was not 
all he heard. . . .** 

"Not all!” Markham spoke with ill-concealed excite¬ 
ment. " He heard something else that, you say, terrified 
him ? But why shouldn’t he have told us about it ? ** 

" That’s -Che strange part o£it. He got angry wzu.ii I 
asked him. But there’s something he knows—some 
awful secret; I feel sure of it. . . . Oh, maybe I 
shouldn’t have told you. Maybe it will get Rex into 
trouble. But I felt that you ought to know because 
of the frightful things that have happened. I thought 
perhaps you could talk to Rex and make him tell you 
what’s on his mind.” 

Again she looked beseechingly at Markham, and there 

was the anxiety of a vague fear in her eyes. 

" Oh, I do wish you'd ask him—and try to find out,’’ 

she went on in a pleading tone. "I'd feel—safer if— 

if " 

• • • 

Markham nodded and patted her hand. 

"We'll try to make him talk.” 

"But don’t try at the house,” she said quickly. 
"There are people—things—around; and Rex would be 
too frightened. Ask him to come here, Mr. Markham , 
Get him away from that awfnl place, where he can talk 
without Leing afraid that someone’s listening. Rox 
is home now. Ask him to come here. Tell him I'm 
here, too. ^aybe I can help you reason with him. , , , 
Oh, do this for me, Mr. Markham 1 " - 
Markham glanced at the dock and ran his eye over 
his appointment-pad. He was, I knew, as anxious as 
Ada to have Rex on the carpet for a questioning; and, 
after a momentary hesitation, he picked up the tekh 
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phone-receiver and had Swacxer put mm through to 
the Greene mansion. From what I heard of the con¬ 
versation that ensued, it was plain that he experienced 
considerable difficulty in urging Rex to come to the 
office, for he had to resort to a veiled threat of summary 
legal action bgfore he finally succeeded. 

“He’evidently‘fears smug trap," commented Mark¬ 
ham thoughtfully, replacing the receiver. " But he has 
promised to get dressed immediately and come." 

A look of relief passed over the girl’s face. 

“There’s one other thing I ought to tell you,” she said 
hurriedly: “though it may not mean anything. The 
other night, in the rear of the lower hall by the stairs, I 
picked up a piece of paper—like a leaf tom from a note- 
boolr. And there was a drawing on it of all'our bed¬ 
rooms upstairs with four kittle crosses marked in ink— 
one at Julia’s room, one at Chester’s, one at Rex's, and 
one at mine. And down in the corner were several of 
the queerest signs, or pictures. One was a heart with 
three nails in it; and one looked like a parrot. Then 
there was a picture of what seemed to bo three little 
stones with a lino under them. . . 

Heath suddenly jerked himself forward, his cigar 
halfway to his lips. 

“A parrot, and three stones! . . . And say. Miss 
Greene, was there an arrow with numbers on it?” 

“Yes! ” she answered eagerly. " That was there, too.” 

Heath put the cigar in his mouth and chewed on it 
with vicious satisfaction. 

“That means something, Mr. Markham," lie pro¬ 
claimed, trying to keep the agitation out of his voice. 
“Those are all symbols—graphic signs, they’re called— 
of Continental crooks, German or Austrian mostly." 

“The stones, I happen to know,” put in Vance, "repro- 
Sfent the idea of the martyrdom of Saint Stephen, who 
was stoned to death. They’re the emblem of Saint 
Stephen, according to the calendar of. the Styriau 
peasantry." 

"I don’t know anything about that, sir,” answered 
Heath. “But I know that European crooks use those 
signs.” 

“Oh, doubtless. I ran across a number of ’em when 
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I was looking up the emblematic language of the gipsies. 
A fascinatin’ study." Vance seemed uninterested in' 
Ada’s discovery. 

"Have you this paper with you, Miss Greene? ” asked 
Markham. 

The girl was embarrassed and shook her Jiead. 

"I’m so sorry,’’ she apologized. "2 didn't think it 
was important. Should 1 have brought it ? 

“Did you destroy it?” Heath put the' questions 
excitedly. 

"Oh, I have it safely. I put it away. . . 

"We gotta have that paper, Mr. Markham." The 
sergeant had risr-n and come toward the district 
attorney’s desk. "It may be just the lead we’re looking 
for." w 

"If you realty want it so badly," said Ada, "frrm 
'phone Rex to bring it with him. lie'll know where to 
find it if I explain.” 

"Right 1 That'll save me a trip.” Heath nodded to 
Markham. " Try to catch him before lie leaves, sir.” 

Taking up the telephone, Markham again directed 
Swacker to get Rex on the wire. After a brief delay the 
connection was made and he handed the instrument to Ada. 

"Hallo. Rex dear,” she said. "Don’t scold me, for 
there’s nothing to worry about. . . . What I wanted of 
you is this: in our private mail-box you’ll find a scaled 
envelope rf my personal blue stationery. Please get it 
and bring it with you to Mr. Markham's office. And 
don’t let anyone see you take it. . . . That’s all, Rex. 
Now, huiry, and we’ll have lunch together down-town.” 

“It will be at least half an hour before Mr. Greene 
can get here,” said Markham, turning to Vance; "and 
as I’ve a waiting-room full of people, why don’t you 
and Van Dine take the young lady to the Stock Ex¬ 
change and show her how the mad brokers disport 
themselves. How would you like that, Miss Greene?” 

" I’d love itl ” exclaimed the girl. 

"Why not go along tbo. Sergeant?'' 

"Me!” Heath snorted. “I get excitement enough. 
I’ll run over and talk to the Colonel* for -a while.” 

• Colonel Beniamin Hanlon, one of the Department'* greatest authorities o« 
extradition, was then the commanding officer of tbo Dctoctive Division attache! 
to the District Attorney'! office, with quarters in the Criminal Courts Building, 
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Vance and Ada and I motored the few blocks to 
x8, Broad Street, and, taking the elevator, passed 
through the reception-room (where uniformed atten¬ 
dants peremptorily relieved ns of our wraps), and came 
out upon the visitors’ gallery overlooking the floor of 
the Exchange. There was an unusually active market 
that ‘day. The? pandemonium was almost deafening, 
and theofeverish activity' about the trading-posts re¬ 
sembled the riots of an excited mob. I was too familiar 
with the sight to be particularly impressed; and Vance, 
who detested noise and disorder, looked on with an air 
of bored annoyance. But Ada's face lighted up at once. 
Her eyes sparkled and the blood ru-.hcd to her cheeks. 
She gazed over the railing in a thrall of fascination. 

"A nd now you see. Miss Greene, how foolish men can 
be 7 ’ said Vance. * 

"Oh, but it’s wonderful!" she answered. "They’re 
alive. They feel things. They have something to fight 
for.” 

" You think you’d like it ? ” smiled Vance. 

"I’d adore it. I’ve always longed for something 
exciting—something . . . like that. . . She ex¬ 
tended her hand toward the milling crowds below. 

It was easy to understand her reaction after her years 
of monotonous service to an invalid in the dreary Greene 
mansion. 

At the moment I happened to look up, and, to my 
Burprise, Heath was standing in the doorway scanning 
the group of visitors. He appeared troubled and un¬ 
usually grim, and there was a nervous intentness in the 
way he moved his head. I raised my hand to attract 
bis attention, and he immediately came to where we 
stood. 

"The Chief wants you at the office right away, Mr. 
Vance.” There was an ominousness in his tone. "He 
sent me over to get you." 

Ada looked at him steadily, ^pd a pallor of fear Over- 
Spread her face. 

"Well, well!” Vance shrugged in mock resignation. 
" Just when we were getting interested in the sights, 
Bnt we must obey the Chief—eh, what, Mias Greene? ’’ 
’ But, despite his attempt to make light of Markham's 
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unexpected summons, Ada was strangely silent; and as 
we rode back to the offise she did not speak bat sat 
tensely, her unseeing eyes, staring straight ahead. 

It seemed an interminable time before we reached 
the Criminal Courts Building. The traffic was con¬ 
gested; and there was even a long delay atathe elevator. 
Vance appeared to take £he situation calmljf; but 
Heath's lips were compressed, and he breathed heavily 
through his nose, like a man labouring under tense* 
excitement. 

As we entered the District Attorney's office Markham 
rose and looked at the girl with a great tenderness. 

"You must be bxvve, Miss Greene," he said, in a quiet, 
sympathetic voice. "Something tragic and unforeseen 
has hagplncd. And as you will have to be told it 
sooner or lafter-" , * 

"It's Rex I” She sank limply into a chair facing 
Markham’s desk. 

"Yes," he said softly; "it’s Rex. Sproot called up 
a few minutes after you had gone. . . 

"And he’s been shot—like Julia and Chester 1" Her 
words were scarcely audible, but they brought a sense 
of horror into the dingy old office. 

Markham inclined liis head. 

"Not live minutes after you telephoned to him some¬ 
one entered his room and shot him." 

A dry sob shook the girl, and she buried her face in 
her arms. 

Markham stepped round the desk and placed his hand 
gently on her shoulder. 

"We've got to face it, my child,” he said. “We’re 
going to the house at once to sec what can be done; and 
you’d better come in the car with us." 

"Oh, I don’t want to go back," she moaned. “I’m 
afraid— I’m afra ■”* " 


Chapter XIV Footprints on the Carpet 

(Tuesday, November 30 th; noon) 

Markham had considerable difficulty in persuading Ada 
to accompany us. The girl seemed almost in a panic of 
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fright. Moreover, she held herself indirectly responsible 
lor Rex's death. Bat at last She permitted us to lead her 
down to the car. 

Heath had already telephoned to the Homicide Bureau, 
and his arrangements for the investigation were com¬ 
plete when vi% started up Centre Street. At Police Head¬ 
quarters Snitkin°and another Central Office man named 
Burke weje waiting for us, and crowded into the tonneau 
of Markham's car. We made excellent time to the Greene 
mansion, arriving there in less than twenty minutes. 

A plain-clothes man lounged against the iron railing 
at the end of the street a few yards beyond the gate of 
the Greene grounds, and at a sign‘from Heath came 
forward at once. 

^J'What about it. Santos?" the sergeant 'demanded 
gruffly. " Who’s been inland out of here thfe morning ? ” 

"What’s the big idea?” the man retorted indignantly. 
"That old bimbo of a butler came out about nine and 
returned in less than half an hour with a package. Said 
he’d been to Third Avenue to get some dog-biscuits. 
The family sawbones drove up at quarter past ten— 
that’s his car across the street." He pointed to Von 
Blon’s Daimler, which was parked diagonally opposite. 
"He's still inside. Then, about ten minutes after the 
doc arrived, this young lady”—he indicated Ada— 
"came out and walked toward Avenue A, where she 
hopped a taxi. And that’s every man, woman, or child 
that's passed in or out of these gates since I relieved 
Cameron at eight o’clock this morning." 

"And Cameron’s report?" 

"Nobody all night.” 

“Well, someone got in some way,” growled Heath. 
"Riin along the west wall there and tell Donnelly to 
come here pronto 

Santos disappeared through the gate, and a moment 
later wc could see him hurrying through the side yard 
toward the garage. In a few ^minutes <Donnclly—the 
man set to watch' the postern gate—came hurrying up. 

"Who got in the backway this morning?" barked 
Heath. 

" Nobody, Sergeant. The cook went marketing about 
ten o’clock, and two regular deliverymen left packages. 
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That's every one who’s been through the rear gate since 
yesterday." 

"Is that so!” Heath was viciously sarcastic. 

"I'm telling you-" 

"Oh, all right, all right.” The sergeant turned to 
Burke. "You get up on this wall and njake the rounds. 
Fee if you can find where apyone has climbed o\br. And 
you, Snitkin, look over the yard for footprints. When 
you guys finish, report to me. I’m going Aside.” , 

Wc went up the front walk, which had been swept 
clean, and Sproot admitted us to the house. His face was 
as blank as c\er, and he took our coats with his usual 
obsequious formality. 

"You’d better go to your room now, Miss Greene,” 
Said MJrkham, placing his hand kindly on Ada's arm. 
"Lio’dow.’i, and try to get a Jit tie icjt. You loOBTifted. 
I’ll be in to sec you bcloie I go." 

The girl obeyed submissively ■without a word. 

"And you, Spioot,” he oidercd; "come in the living- 
room.” 

The old butler followed us and stood humbly before 
the centre-table, where Markham seated himself. 

"Now, le^’s hear vour story.” 

Sproot cleared his thiual and stared out of the 
window. 

"There’s very little to tell, sir. I was in the butler’s 
pantry,* polishing the gl.os-ware, when I heard the 
shot-” 

"Go back a little fmtlicr,” interrupted Markham. 
" l understand you made a trip to Thud Avenue at nine 
this morning.” 

“Yes, sir. Miss Sil>clla bought a romcranian yester¬ 
day, and she asked me to get some dog-biscuits after 
breakfast." 

"Who called at the house this morning?” 

"No one, sir—that is, no one but Doctor Von Blon.” 

" All right. Now tell us c\ cry thing that happened." 

"Nothing happenAl, sir—nothing unusual, that is— 
until poor Mr. Rex was shot. Miss Ada went out a few 
minutes after Doctor Von Blon arrived; anil a little 
past eleven o’clock you telephoned to Mr. Rex. Then 
shortly afterward you telephoned a second time to Mr. 
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Rex; and I returned to the pantry. I Lad only been 
there a few minutes when I heard the shot-” 

“ What time would you say that was ? " 

“About twenty minutes after eleven, sir.’' 

“Then what?” 

“I dried my Sands on my apron and stepped into the 
dining-ro&m to listen. I wa% not quite sure that the 
shot had be^n fired inside the house, but I thought I’d 
better investigate. So I went upstairs and, as Mr. Rex's 
door was open, I looked in his room first. Tlxjre I saw 
the poor young man lying on the floor with the blood 
running from a small wound in his forehead. I called 
Doctor Von Blon-” 

“ Where was the doctor ? ” Vance put the question. 

Smoot hesitated, and appeared to think. 

“He was upstairs, sir; and he came at once- 5 — 

“Oh—upstairs 1 Roaming about vaguely, I presume 
—a little here, a little there, what ? ” Vance's eyes bored 
into the butler. "Come, come, Sproot. Where was the 
doctor ? “ 

“I think, sir, he was in Miss Sibclla’s room.” 

«“ Cogito, cogito. . . Well, drum your encephalon 
a bit and try to reach t conclusion. From what sector 
of space did the corporeal body of Doctor Von Blon 
emerge after you had called him ?" 

“The fact is, sir, he came out of Miss Sibella’s 
door." 

“Well, well. Fancy that! And such being the case, 
one might conclude—-without too great a curfufiHng of 
one’; brains—that, preceding his issuing from that 
particular door, he was actually in Miss Sibella’s room ? " 

“I suppose so, sir." 

“ Dash it all, Sproot 1 You know deuced well he was 
there.” 

** Well—yes, sir.” 

“And now suppose you continue with your odyssey." 

“It was more likq the Iliad, if I may say so. Sure 
tragic-like, if you understand what I mean; although 
Mr. Rex was not exactly a Hector. However that may 
be sir, Doctor Von Blon came immediately-” 

“ He had not heard the shot, then ? ” 

“Apparently not, for he seemed very much startled 
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when bo saw Hr. Rex. And Miss SibeHa, who followed^, 
him into Mr. Rex's rodm, was startled, too." 

"Did they make any comment?" 

“As to that I- couldn't say. I came downstairs at 
once and telephoned to Mr. Markham." 

As he spoke Ada appeared at the ar'&way^her eyes 
wide. 3 v 

"Someone's been in my room," she announced, in a 
frightened voice. " The french doors to the balcohy 
were partly open when I went upstairs just now, and 
there were dirty snow-tracks across the floor. . . . Oh, 

what does it mean ? Do you think-" 

Markham had jerked himself forward. 

Yog left the french doors shut when you went out ? " 
Yes, of course," she answered. "I rarely opon them 
in winter. 4 ' 

And were they locked ? " 

I'm not sure, but I think so. They must have been 
locked—though how could anyone have got in unless 
I'd forgotten to turn the key?" 

Heath had risen and stood listening to the girl's story 
with grim bewilderment. 

"Probably the bird with those goloshes again," he 
mumbled. "I'll get Jerym himself up here this time." 

Markham nodded and turned back to Ada. 

"Thank you for telling us. Miss Greene. Suppose you 
go to some other room and wait for us. We want your 
room left just as you found it until we've had time to 
examine it." 

" I'll go to the kitchen and stay with cook. I—I don't 
want to be alone." And with a catch of her breath she 
left us. 

"Where's Doctor Von Blon now?" Markham asked 
Sproot. 

"With Mrs. Greene, sir." 

"Tell him we’re here and would like to see him at 
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The butler bowed and went out. 

Vance was pacing up and down, his eyes almost closed. 
*‘It grows madder every minute, *’ he said. “It was 
Insane enough without those foot-tracks and that open 
door. There's something devilish going on here, Mark- 
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a ham. There’s demonology and witchcraft afoot, or 
something strangely close to it. I say, is there any¬ 
thing in the Pandects or the Justinian Code relating to 
the proper legal procedure against diabolic possession 
or spiritism?” 

Before Markham could rebuke him Von Blon entered. 
His usual suavity had disappeared. He bowed jerkily 
without speaking, and smoothed his moustache ner¬ 
vously with an unsteady hand. 

‘'Sproot tells mo. doctor." said Markham, "that you 
did not hear the shot fired in Rex’s room.’’ 

“No!” The fact seemed both to puzzle and disturb 
him. ”1 can’t make it out either, foi Rex’s door into 
thediall was open.” 

“Yew were in Miss Sibella’s room, were you not?” 
Vance had halted, and stcAxl studying the doctor. 

Von Blon lifted his eyebrows. 

*' 1 was. Sibella had been complaining about-” 

“A sore throat or something of the kind, no doubt,” 
finished Vance. "But that's immaterial. The fact 19 
that neither you nor Miss Sibella heard the shot. Is that 
correct ? ’’ 

The doctor inclined his head. "I knew nothing of it 
till Sproot knocked on the door and beckoned mo across 
the hall.” 

“And Miss Sibella accompanied you into Rex’s room ? ’’ 

“She came in just behind me. I believe. But I told 
her not to touch anything, and sent her immediately 
back to her room. When I came out into the hall 
again I heard Sproot phoning the District Attorney’s 
office, and thought I’d better wait till the police arrived. 
Aftor talking over the situation with Sibella 1 informed 
Mrs. Greene of the tragedy, and remained with her until 
Sproot told me of your arrival.” 

“You saw no one else upstairs, or heard no suspicious 
noise ? ” 

" No one—nothing. The house* in fact, \fras unusually 
quiet.” 

“Do you recall if Miss Ada’s door was open?” 

The doctor pondered a moment. ‘‘I don’t recall— 
which means it was probably closed. Otherwise I would 
have noticed it.” 
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"And how is Mrs. Greene tnis morning?'* Vance's 
question, put negligently? sounded curiously irrelevant. 

Von Blon gave a start. 

" She seemed somewhat more comfortable when [ first 
saw her, but the news ol Rex’s death disturbed her con¬ 
siderably. When I left her just now she was complaining 
about the shooting pains injicr spine.^ ' 

Markham had got up and now moved restlessly toward 
the archway. -> 

"The Medical Examiner will be here any minute," he 
said; "and I want to look over Rex’s room Indore ho 
arrives. You might come with us, doctor.—And you, 
Sproot, had better remain at the front door.” 

Wo went upstairs quietly I think it was in all our 
minds that we should not advertise our presence to 
Mrs. Greene* Rex’s room, like all loose in the Grccno 
mansion, was spacious. It had a large window at the 
front and another at the side. There were no draperies 
to shut out the light, and the slanting midday sun of 
winter poured in. The walls, as Chester had once told 
us, were lined with books; and pamphlets and papers 
were piled in every available nook. The chamber re¬ 
sembled a student's workshop more than a bedroom. 

In front of the Tudor fireplace in the centre of the 
left wall—a duplication of the fireplace in Ada’s room 
—sprawled the body of Rex Greene. His left arm was 
extended, M but his right arm was crooked, and the 
fingers were tightened, as if holding some object. His 
domelike head was turned a little to one side; and a 
thin strewn of blood ran down his temple to the floor 
from a tiny aperture over the right eye. 

Heath studied the body for several minutes. 

"He was shot standing still, Mr. Markham. He col¬ 
lapsed in a heap and then straightened out a little after 
he’d hit the floor." 1 

Vance was bending over the dead man with a puzzled 
expression. * 

"Markham, there’s sAnctliing curious and inconsistent 
here,” he said. “It was broad daylight when this thing 
happened, and the lad was shot from the front—them 
are even powder marks on the face. But his expression 
is perfectly natural. No sign of fear or astonishment-— 
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rather peaceful and unconcerned, in fact. . . . It’s 
incredible. The murderer end the pistol certainly 
weren’t invisible.” 

Heath nodded slowly. 

”1 noticed that too, sir. It’s damn’ peculiar.” He 
bent more closely over the body. " That wound looks 
to me like a thirty-two," hfi commented, turning to the 
doctor for confirmation. 

“Yes,” 0 said Von Blon. "It appears to have been 
made with the same weapon that was used against the 
others.” 

“It was the same weapon,” Vance pronounced 
sombrely, taking out his cigarette-case with thought¬ 
ful deliberation. "And it was the same killer who 
used^ it.” He smoked a moment, his troiTblcd gaze 
resting on Rex's face. ‘‘But why was it done at just 
this time—in the daylight, with the door open, and 
when there were people close at hand ? Why didn't the 
murderer wait until night? Why did he run such a 
needless risk?” 

“Don’t forget,” Markham reminded him, “that Rex 
was on the point of coming to my office to tell me 
something.” 

“But who knew he was about to indulge in revela¬ 
tions? He was shot within ten minutes of your call 

■ - ” He broke off and turned quickly to the doctor. 

“What telephone extensions are there in the house?" 

“There are three, I believe.” Von Blon spoke easily. 
“There’s one in Mrs. Greene’s room, one in Sibella’s 
room, and, I think, one in the kitchen. The m?in phone 
is, of course, in the lower front hall.” 

“A regular central office,” growled Heath. “Almost 
anybody coulda listened in.” Suddenly he fell on his 
knees beside the body and unficxed the lingers of the 
right hand. 

“I'm afraid you won’t find that cryptic drawing, 
Sergeant," murmured Vance. "If the murderer shot 
Rex in order to seal his mouth the paper will surely be ‘ 
gone. Anyone overhearing the 'phone calls, d'ye see, 
would have learned of the envelope ho was to fetch along.” 

”1 guess you're right, sir. But I'm going to have ft 
look.” 
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He felt under the body and then systematically went 
through the dead man's packets. But he found nothing 
even resembling the blue envelope mentioned by Ada. 
At last he rose to his feet. 

"It's gone, all right.” 

Then another idea occurred to him. Going huipiedly 
into the hall, he called down the stairs to Sproot. When 
the butler appeared Heath swung on him savagely. 

"Where's the private mail-box?” 

"I don't know that I exactly understand you.” 
Sproot’s answer was placid and unruffled. "There is 
a mail-box just inside the front door. Do you refer to 
that, sir?” 

" No! you know damn' well I don't. I want to know 
where tjie pijvatc—get me ?—private mail-box is, w the 
house. 9 ' 

"Perhaps you are alluding to the little silver pyx for 
outgoing mail on the table in the lower hall.” 

"'Pyx/ is itl” The sergeant's sarcasm was stupen¬ 
dous. "Well, go down and bring me everything that’s 
in this here pyx.—No! Wait a minute—I'll keep you 
company. . . . % Pyxt ” He took Sproot by the arm 
and fairly dragged him from the room. 

A few moments later he returned, crestfallen. 

"Empty!” was his laconic announcement. 

"But don't give up hope entirely just because your 
cabalistic diagram has disappeared,” Vance exhorted 
him. " I doubt if it would have helped you much. This 
ca3e isn't a rebus. It's a complex mathematical formula, 
filled wiflh moduli, infinitesimals, qualities, faciends, 
derivatives, and coefficients. Rex himself might have 
solved it it he hadn't been shoved off the earth so soon.” 
His eyes wandered over the room. " And I'm not at all 
sure he hadn't solved it.” 

Markham was growing impatient. 

"We'd better go down to the drawing-room and wait 
. for Doctor Dofemus an<J the men from Head-quarters,” 
he suggested. " We can't learn anything here.” ; * 

We went out into the hall, and as we passed Ada's 
door Heath threw it open and stood on. the threshold 
surveying the room. The french doors leading to the 
balcony were slightly ajar, and the wind from the west 
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was flapping their green chintz curtains. On the light 
beige rug were several damp discoloured tracks leading 
round the foot of the bed to the hall door where we stood. 
Heath studied the marks for a. moment, and then drew 
the door shut again. 

“ They're footprints, all right," he remarked. " Some¬ 
one tracked in the dirty t now from the balcony and 
forgot to,shut the glass doors." 

r We were scarcely seated in the drawing-room when 
there came a knocking on the front door; and Sproot 
admitted Snitkin and Burke. 

"You first, Burke," ordered the sergeant, as the two 
officers appeared. 

"Any signs of an entry over the wall?" 

"Not a one." The man’s overcoat and trousers were 
smudged from top to bot'.om. " I crawled ill round the 
top of the wall, and I’m here to tell you that nobody left 
any traces anywheres. If any guy got over that wall, 
he vaulted." 

"Fair enough. And now you, Snitkin." 

* ’ I got news for you. ” The delecli ve spoke wi th ov ert 
triumph. "Somebody’s walked up those outside steps 
to the stone balcony on the west side of the house. And 
he walked up 'em this morning after the snowfall at 
nine o’clock, for the tracks arc fresh. Furthermore, 
they're the same size as the ones we found last time' on 
the front walk.” 

"Whcie do these new tracks come from?" Heath 
leaned forward eagerly. 

"That’s llic hell ol it. Sergeant. They comtf from the 
front walk right below the steps to the front door; and 
there’s no tracing ’em farther back because the front 
walk’s been swept clean." 

t “I mighla known it,” grumbled Heath. "And the 
tracks are only going one way ?" 

"That’s all. They leave the walk a few feet below 
the imnt door, swing round the corner of*the house, and, 
go jjBkhe steps to the balcony. The guy who made 
’em Won’t come down that way." 

The sergeant puffed disappointedly on his cigar. 

" So he went up the balcony steps, entered the french 
doors, crossed Ada’s room to the ball, did his dirty work. 
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and then—disappeared! A sweet case this is 1 " He 
clicked his tongue with disgust. 

“The man may have gone out by the front door,” 
suggested Markham. 

The sergeant made a wry face and bellowed for Sproot, 
who entered immediately. ^ 

“Say. which way did '-ou go upstairs when you 
heard the shot ?" 

“I went up the servants' stairs, sir.” 

''Then someone mighta gone down the front stairs at 
the same time without your seeing him?” 

” Yes, sir; it’s quite possible.” 

** That's all.” 

Sproot bowed and again took up bis post at the front 
door. 

" Well, iflocks like that’s what happened, sir,” Heath 
commented to Markham. "Only Low did he get in and 
out of the grounds without being seen? That’s wliat I 
want to know.” 

Vance was standing by the window gazing out upon 
the river. 

“There’s something dashed unconvincing about those 
recurrent spot/rs in the snow. Our eccentric culprit is 
altogether too careless with his feet and too careful with 
his hands. He doesn’t leave a finger-print or any other 
sign of his presence except those foot-tracks—all nice 
and tidy-and staring us in the face. But they don't 
square with the rest of tliis fantastic business.” 

Heath stared hopelessly at t he floor. He, was patently 
ot Vanoe’s opinion; but the dogged thoroughness of his 
nature asserted itself, and presently he looked up with 
a forced show of energy. 

“Go and ’phoneCaptain Jcrym, Snitkin, and tell him 
I wish he’d hustle out here to look at some carpct-tracks. 
Then make measurements of those footprints on the 
balcony steps. And you, Burke, take up a post in the 
upper hall, and don’t Jet anyone g<^ into the two front 
west rooms.” “ 
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Chapter XV The Murderer in the House 

[Tuesday, Ncnember 30/A; 12.30 p.m.) 

When jSnitkis and Burke had gone Vance turned from 
the window and strolled to \<bere the doctor was sitting. 

"I thinV it might be well," he said quietly, "if the 
Acact whereabouts of everyone in the house preced :, ig 
and during the shooting was determined. We know, 
doctor, that you arrived here at about quarter past ten. 
How long were you with Mrs. Greene ? " 

Von Blon drew himself up and gave Vance a resentful 
stare. But quickly his manner changed and he answered 
courteously: c • 

“I sat with her for perhaps half an hour; then I went 
to Sibella's room—a little before eleven, I should say— 
and remained there until Sproot called me.” 

"And was Miss Sibella with you in the room all the 
time ? ” 

"Yes—the entire time.” 

" Thank you.” 

Vance returned to the window, and Heath, who had 
been watching the doctor belligerently took his cigar 
froip his mouth and cocked his head at Markham. 

"You know, sir, I was just thinking over the inspector’s 
suggestion about planting someone in the house to keep 
an eye on things. How would it be if we got rid of this 
nurse thatte here now, and put in one of our own women 
from Headquarters?” ' 

Von Blon looked up with eager approval. 

"An excellent plan 1 ” he exclaimed. 

"Very well. Sergeant,” agreed Markham, “You 
attend to it." 

""Your woman can begin to-night,” Von Blon told 
Heath. ” I’ll meet you here whenever you say, and give 
her instructions, there’s nothing very technical for 
her to do.” 

Heath made a notation in a battered notebook. 

I'll meet you here, say, at six o’clock. How’s that ?" 

" That will suit me perfectly." Von Blon rose. "And 
now, if I can be of no more service. . , .” 
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" That’s quite all right, doctor,” said Markham. " Go 
right ahead.” 

' But instead of immediately leaving the house Von 
Blon went upstairs, and we heard him knock 09 Sibella’s 
door. A few minutes later he came down again and 
passed on to the front door without a glance in our 
direction. 

In the meantime Snitkin had come in and informed 
the sergeant that Captain Jerym was leaving Police 
Headquarters at once and would arrive within half an 
hour. He had then gone outside to make his measure¬ 
ments of the footprints on the balcony steps. 

"And now," suggested Markham, “I think we might 
Bee Mrs. Greene, it’s possible she heard something. . . .” 

Vance toused himself from apparent lethargy. 

" By'all nfcans. But first le£ us get a few facts irftiand. 

I long to hear where the nurse was during the half-- 
hour preceding Rex’s demise. And I could bear to 
know if the old lady was alone immediately following 
the firing of the revolver. Why not have our Miss 
Nightingale on the tapis before we brave the invalid’s 
imprecations ?" 

Markham concurred, and Heath sent Sproot to 
summon her. 

The nurse came in with an air of professional detach¬ 
ment; but her roseate checks had paled perceptibly 
since we 1 jtst saw her. '. _ 

"Miss Craven”—Vance’s manner was easyT;and 
businesslike—“will you please tell us exactly what y6u 
were doing between half-past ten and half-past eleven 
this morning ? ” ' 

" I was in my room on the third floor,” she answered. 
" I went there when the doctor arrived a little after ten, 


and remained until he called me to bring Mrs. Greene’s 
bouillon. Then I returned to my room and stayed until 
the doctor again summoned me to sit with Mrs. Greene 
while he was»with you gentlemen.” 

"When yon were in^rour room, wis the door open?” 

"Oh, yes. I always leave it open in the daytime in 
case Mrs. Greene calls.” 

” And her door was open, too, I take it.” 

"Yes.” 


* 
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" Did you hear the Bhot ?" 

*' No, I didn't." « 

"That williie all. Miss Craven.” Vance accompanied 
her to the hall. " You’d better return to your room now, 
for we’re going to pay a visit to your patient." 

Mrs. Greene eyed us vindictively when we entered 
after having ‘anojked and I'een imperiously ordered to 
come in. 

t "More trouble," she complained. "Am I never to 
have any peace in my own house? The first day in 
weeks I’ve felt even moderately comfortable—and then 
all this had to happen to upset me!" 

"We regret, madam—more than you do apparently— 
that your son is dead," said Markham. "And we are 
sorry for the annoyance the tragedy is causing you. 
But that does not relieve me from the necessity of 
investigating the affair. As you were awake at the 
time the shot was fired, it is essential that we seek what 
information you may lie able to give us." 

"What information can I give you—a helpless para¬ 
lytic, lying here alone ?" A smouldering anger flickered 
in her eyes. “It strikes me that you are the one to 
give me information.” 

Markham ignored her barbed retort. 

"The nurse tells me your door was open this morn¬ 
ing. . . ." 

"And why shouldn’t it have been? Am I expected 
to be entirely excommunicated from the rest of the 
household ?" 

"Certainly not. I was merely trying to find out if, 
by any chance, you were in a position to hear anything 
that went on in the hall.” 

"Well, I heard nothing—if that’s all you want to 
know." 

* Markham persisted patiently. 

"You heard no one, for instance, cross Miss Ada’s 
room, or open Miss Ada’s door ? " k 

"I’ve already tbld you I hejttd nothing." The old 
lady’s denial was viciously emphatic. 

"Nor anyone walking in the liall, or descending the 
Stairs ?" 

"No one but that incompetent doctor and the im« 
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possible Sproot. Were we supposed to have had visitors 
this morning ? ” e 

"Someone shot your son,” Markham reminded her 
coolly. 

" It was probably his own fault,” she snapped. Then 
she seemed to relent a bit. *' Still, Rex was not as hard 
and thoughtless as the rest of -the children. Cut even he 
neglected me shamefully.” She appeared to weigh the 
matter. "Yes,” she decided, “he received juSt punish-, 
ment for the way he treated me.” 

Markham struggled with a hot resentment. At last 
he managed to ask, with apparent calmness: 

"Did you hear the shot with which your son was 
punished ? ” 

"I did hot.” Her tone was again irate. ”1 knew 
nothing'of the disturbance un£il the doctor saw fit to 
tell me." 

"And yet Mr. Rex's door, as well as vours, was open, 
said Markham. “I can hardly understand your not 
having heard the shot.” 

The old lady gave him a look of scathing irony. 

“Am I to sympathize with your lack of under¬ 
standing ? ” • 

"Lest you be tempted to. madam. I shall leave you," 
Markham bowed stiffly and turned on his heel. 

As wc reached the lower hall Doctor Dorcmus arrived. 

"Your friends are still at it, I hear, Sergeant," he 
greeted Hc&lh, with his usual breezy manner. Handing 
his coat and hat to Sproot, he came forward and shook 
hands wiUi all of us. “When you fellow's don’t spoil 
my breakfast you interfere with my lunch," he repined. 
"Where's the body?" 

Heath led him upstairs, and after a few minutes 
returned to the drawing-room. Taking out another 
cigar he bit the end of it savagely. "Well, sir, I guess* 
you'll want to see this Miss Sibella next, won't you ? ” 

, "We mighty as well,” sighed Markham. "Then I'll 
’ tachle the servants an4 leave things*to you. The re¬ 
porters will be along pretty soon." 

“ Don’t I know it 1 And what they're going to do to 
us in the papers’ll be aplenty 1" 

"And you can’t even tell them 'it is confidently 
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expected that an arrest will be made in the immediate 
future,' don’t y’ know,” grinned Vance. “It’s most 
distressin’.” 

Heath made an inarticulate noise of exasperation and, 
calling Sproot, sent him for Sibella. 

A moment later she came in carrying a small Pome¬ 
ranian. Site whs paler thin I had ever seen her, and 
there was unmistakable fright in her eyes. When she 
r greeted hs it was without her habitual gaiety. 

"This thing is getting rather ghastly, isn’t it?” she 
remarked when she had taken a seat. 

“It is indeed dreadful,” returned Markham soberly. 
“You have our very deepest sympathy. . . .” 

“Oh, thanks awfly.” She accepted the cigarette 
Vance offered her. “But I’m beginning to Wonder how 
lonjf I'll be here to receive condolences.” Sfte spoke 
with forced lightness, but a strained quality in her voice 
told of her suppressed emotion. 

Markham regarded her sympathetically. 

“I do not think it \rould be a bad idea if you went 
away for a while—to some friend's house, let us say— 
preferably out of the city." 

“Oh, no.” She tossed her head with defiance. “I 
shan't run away. If there’s anyone really bent on 
killing me, he’ll manage it somehow, wherever I am. 
Anyway, I’d have to come back sooner or later. I 
couldn’t board with out-of-town friends indefinitely. 
Could I?” She looked at Markham with* a kind of 
anxious despair. “You haven’t any idea, I suppose, 
who it is that’s obsessed with the idea of exterminating 
us Greenes?” -*» 

Markham was reluctant to admit to her the utter 
hopelessness of the official outlook; and she* turned 
appealingly to Vance. 

f " You needn’t treat me like a child,” she said spiritedly. 
“You, at least, Mr. Vance, can tell me if there is any¬ 
one under suspicion.” 

“No, dash it all, Miss GiGenc!—there isn't,” be 
answered promptly. “It’s an amazin’ confession to 
have to make; but it’s true. That's why, I think, 
Mr. Markham suggested that you go away for -a 
while.” 
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“It's very thoughtful of him and all that,” she 
returned. “But I think I'll stay and see it through." 

“You're a very brave girl," said Markham, with 
troubled admiration. “4nd I assure you everything 
humanly possible will be done to safeguard you." 

“Well, so much for that." She tossed hy cigarette 
into a receiver, and began abstractedly pet thef dog 
in her lap. “And now, I suppose, you want Jo know 
if I heard the shot. Well, I didn’t. So you may con¬ 
tinue the inquisition from that point." 

“You were in your room, though, at the time of your 
brother’s death?" 

“I was in my room all morning," she said. “My 
first appearance beyohd the threshold was when Sproot 
•brought the sad tidings of Rex’s passing. But Doctor 
V<$n shotted Ae back again; agd there I've remaraed 
until now. Model behaviour, don't you think, for a 
member of this new and wicked generation ?" 

"What time did Doctor Yon Blon come to your 
room?" asked Vance. 

Sibella gave him a faint whimsical smile. 

“I'm so glad it was you who asked that question. 
I’m sure Mr. MarCham would have used a disapproving 
tone—though it’s quite au fait to receive one’s doctor 
in one’s boudoir. Let me sec. I’m sure you asked 
Doctor Von the same question, so I must be careful. 
... A little before eleven, I should say." 

"The doc’s exact words," chimed in Heath sus¬ 
piciously. 

Sibella temed a look of amused surprise upon him. 


“Isn’t that wonderful 1 But then. I’ve always been 
told that honesty is the best policy." 

“And did Doctor Von Blon remain in your room 
until called by Sproot ? ” pursued Vance. 

"Oh, yes. He was smoking his pipe. Mother detests 
pipes, and he often sneaks into my room to enjoy a 
quiet smoke." • 

“And what were you doing during tne doctor's visit t" 

“1 was bathing this ferocious animal." She held 
up‘the Pomeranian for Vance’s inspection. “Doesn’t 
he look nice?" 

“In the bath-room?'* 


« 
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"Naturally. I'd hardly bathe him in the poudviire" 

" And was the bath-room Moor closed ?" 

"As to that I couldn’t say. But it’s quite likely. 
Doctor Von is like a member of the family, and I'm 
terribly rude to him sometimes." 

Vance g<jt up. 

"Thank yoif very muc v , Miss Greene. We’re sorry 
we had Jo trouble you. Do you mind remaining in your 

• loom for a while?” 

"Mind? On the contrary. It’s al>out tlic only place 
I feel sale." She walked to the archway. "If you do 
find out anything you’ll let me know—won’t you? 
l'hcre's no use pretending any longer. I’m dreadfully 
scared." Then, as it ash.uned ol her admission, she 
went quickly down the lull. 

Just then Sproot admitted the two fingel-priift experts 
—Dubois and Bellamy—and the nflicial photographer. 
Heath joined them in the hall and look them upstairs, 
ictuming immediately. 

"And now wliat, sir?” 

Markham seemed lost in gloomy speculation, and it 
was Vance who answeied the sergeant's query. 

“I rather think,” he said, "that another \crbal bout 
•vith the pious llemmmg ami the taciturn Frau Mann¬ 
heim might dispose ol a looie end or two.” 

Hemming was sent for. .She came in labouring under 
intense excitement. Her oje.s huily glittered with tlie 
triumph of the prophetess whose auguries liavo come 
1 o pass. But she had no information w liatevcr to impart, 
she had spent most of the foienoon in the laundry, 
and had been unaware of the tragedy until Sproot had 
mentioned it to her slioitly lieforo our arrival. She 
was voluble, however, on the subject of divine punish¬ 
ment, and it was with dilhculty that Vance stemmed 

* her oracular stream of words. 

Nor could the cook throw any light on Rex’s murder. 
She had been in t£c kitchen, shc_said, thcVntire morning, 
except for the hour she Lad gone marketing. She had 
not heard the shot and, like Hemming, knew of the 
tiagedy only through Sproot. A maikcd change, how¬ 
ever, had come over the woman. When she had entered 
the drawing-room fright and resentment animated her 
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nstially stolid features, and as she sat before us her 
fingers worked nervously in 1 her lap. 

Vance watched her critically during the interview. 
At the end he asked suddenly: 

‘‘Miss Ada has been with you in the kitchen this 
past haW-hour ? " t- , 

At the mention of Ada's name her fear was perceptibly 
intensified. She drew a deep breath. 

"Yes, little Ada has been with me. And thank the 
good God she was away this morning when Mr. Rex 
was killed, or it might have been her and not Mr. Rex. 
They tried once to shoot her, and maybe they’ll try 
again. She oughtn't to be allowed to stay in this house." 

"I think it only fair lo tell you. 1'rau Mannheim," 
•said Vance, "that someone will be watching clysely 
over Miss Ada fioni now oil." « 

The woman looked at lum gratefully. 

"Why should anyone want to harm little Ada?” 
she asked, in an anguished tone. "1 also shall watch 
over her." 

When slio had left us, Vance said: 

"Something tells me, Markham, that Ada could 
have no better prolci tor in this house than that motherly 
German.—And yet,” he added, "there'll bo no end of 
this grim carnage until we have the murderer safely 
gyved." His fate darkened: his mouth was as cruel 
as l’ietro do’ Medici's. "This hellish business isn't 
ended. The final picture is only just emerging. And 
it’s damnable—wo’so than any of the horrors of Rops 
or Dore." 

Markham nodded with dismal depression. 

" Yes, there apj>ears to bo an inevitability about these 
tragedies that’s Intend mere human power to combat.” 
Ho got up wearily and addressed himself to Heath. 
"There's nothing more I can do here at present. Sergeant. 
Carry on, and phono me at the olfice before five.” 

We wero about to ta^c our doparlwro when Captain 
Jcrym arrived. He was a quiet, lieavy-set man, with 
a grey scraggly moustache and small, deep-set eyes. 
One might easily have mistaken hint far a shrewd, 
efficient merchant. After a brief hand-shaking ceremony 
Heath piloted him upstairs. 
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Vance had already donned his ulster, but now he 
removed it. c 

-'^yhink I’ll tarry a bit and hear what the captain 
has Whsay regarding those footprints. Y’know, Marie 
ham, I've been evolving a rather fantastic theory about 
'em; jmd I want to test it." 

Markham looked at him 1 a moment with questioning 
curiosity, Then he glanced at his watch. 

1 "I’ll wait with you,” he said. 

Ten minutes later Doctor Dor emus came down, and 
paused long enough on his way out to tell us that Rex 
had been shot with a *32 revolver held at a distance of 
about a foot from the forehead, the bullet having 
entered directly from the front and embedded itself, 
in all probability in the midbrain. 

A quarter of an hour (after Doremus had gone Heath 
re-entered the drawing-room. He expressed uneasy 
surprise at seeing us still there. 

" Mr. Vance wanted to hear J crym’s report,” Markham 


"The captain’ll be through any minute now.” The 
sergeant sank into a chair. “He’s checking Snitkin’a 
measurements. He couldn’t make much of the tracks 
on the carpet, though.” 

"And finger-prints?" asked Markham. 

"Nothing yet." 

"And there won’t be," added Vance. " Thire wouldn’t 
be footprints if they weren't deliberately intended for 
us." 


Heath shot him a sharp look, but befor'e he could 
speak, Captain Jerym and Snitkin came downstairs. 

"What’s the verdict, Cap?" asked the sergeant. 

" Those footprints on the balcony steps," said Jerym, 
f " were made with goloshes of the same size and markings 
as the pattern turned over to me by Snitkin a fortnight 
or so ago. As for the prints in the room, I'm not so sure. 
They appear to %be the same, c however; and the . dirt- 
on them is sooty, like the dirt on the snow outside the 
french doors. I've several photographs of them; and 
I'll know definitely when I get my enlargements under 
the microscope." 

Vance rose and sauntered to the archway. 



"May I have your permission to go upstairs a moment. 
Sergeant ? ’’ 

Heath looked mystified. His instinct was 
reason for this unexpected request, but all he 
'"Sure. Go ahead.” 

Something in Vance’s manner—an air of satisfaction 
combined with a suppressgd eagerness—*told me that 
he had verified his theory. 

He was gone less than five minutes. Wlten he r* 
turned he carried a pair of goloshes similar to those that 
had been found in Chester’s closet. He handed them to 
Captain Jerym. 

''You'll probably find that these made the tracks.” 

Both Jerym and Snitkin examined them carefully, 
comparing the measurements and fitting the rough 
patterns to <he soles. Finally, the captain took «nc of 
them to the window, and afmeing a jeweller’s glass to 
his eye, studied the riser of the heel. 

"1 think you’re right,” he agreed. ''There’s a worn 
place here which corresponds to an indentation on the 
cast I made.” 

Heath had sprung to his feet and stood eyeing Vance. 

"Where did you find ’em?" he demanded. 

"Tucked away in the rear of the little linen-closet 
at the head of the stairs.” 

The sergeant’s excitement got the better of him. He 
swung about to Markham, fairly spluttering with con¬ 
sternation. 

"Those two guys from the Bureau that went over 
this hou"e looking for the gun told me there wasn't 
a pair of goloshes in the place; and I specially told ’em 
to keep their eyes peeled for goloshes. And now Mr. 
Vance finds ’em in the linen-closet off the main ball 
upstairs 1” 

' “But, Sergeant,” said Vance mildly, "the goloshes 
weren't there when your sleuths were looking for the 
revolver. Ozfc both former occasions the johnny who 
wore ’em had plenty Of time to puf ’em away safely. 
But to-day, d’ye see, he had no chance to sequester them; 
SO he left ’em in the linen-closet for the time being.” 

• "Oh, that’s it, is it?’’Heath growled vaguely. "Well, 
what’s the rest of the story, Mr. Vance ? ” 
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"That's all there is to date. If I knew the rest I'd 
know who fired the shots. t But I might remind you 
that neither of your sergents-de-ville saw any suspicious 
pferson leave here.” 

" Good God, Vance! ” Markham ’ was on his feet. 
"That means that the murderer is in the house this 
minute.” «. _ 

"At any rate," returned Vance lazily, "I think we 
^re justified in assuming that the murderer was here 
when wo arrived.” 

"But nobody’s left the place but Von Blon,” blurted 
Ilcath. 

Vance nodded. " Oh, it’s wholly possible the murderer 
is still in the house. Sergeant.” 


Chapter XVI The Lost Poisons 

{Tuesday, November 30/A; 2 p.m.) 

Markham and Vance and I had a late lunch at the 
Stuyvcsant Club. During the ineal thVj subject of the 
murder was avoided as if by tacit agreement; but 
when we sat smoking over our coffee Markham settled 
back in his chair and surveyed Vance sternly. 

“Now,” he said, "I want to bear how you came to 
find those goloshes in the linen-closet. And, damn it! 
I don’t want any garrulous evasions or quotations out 
of Bartlett.” 

"I'm quite willing to unburden my soul,” smiled 
Vance. "It was all so dashed simple. I never put any 
stock in the burglar theory, and so was able to approach 
the problem with a virgin mind, as it were.” 

1 He lit a fresh cigarette and poured himself another 
cup of coffee. 

“Porpond, Markham. On the night that Julia and 
Ada were shot a v double set o C footprints was found. 
It had stopped snowing at about eleven o'clock, and the 
tracks had been made between that hour and midnight, 
when the sergeant arrived on the scene. On the night 
of Chester’s murder there was another set 0 $, footprints 
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similar to the others; and they too had been made 
shortly after the weather lAd cleared. Here, then, were 
tracks in the snow, approaching and retreating from the 
front door, preceding each crime; and both sets had 
been made after the snow had stepped falling when 
they would be distinctly visible and determinable. This was 
not a particularly striking coincidence, but if was 
sufficiently arresting to create a slight strain onjny cortex 
cerebri. And the strain increased perceptibly this morn# 
ing when Snitkin reported his discovery of fresh foot¬ 
prints on the balcony steps; for once again the same 
meteorological conditions had accompanied our culprit's 
passion for leaving spoors. I was therefore driven to tho 
irresistible.inference, as you learned Solons put it, that 
the murderer, so careful and calculating about ever^hing 
else, hafl deliberately made all these footprints for our 
special edification. In each instance, d’ye sec, he had 
chosen the only hour of the day when his tracks would 
not be obliterated by falling snow or confused with 
other tracks . . . Arc you there ? ” 

"Go ahead,” said Markham. "I'm listening." 

"To proceed, then. Another coincidence attached to 
these three sets of footprints. It was impossible, be¬ 
cause of the dry, flaky nature of the snow, to determine 
whether tire first set had originated in the house and 
returned there, or had first approached tho house from 
the street and then retreated. Again, on the night of 
Chester’s demise, when the snow was damp and suscep¬ 
tible to clear impressions, the same doubt arose. Tho 
tracks to dnd from the house were on opposite sides of tho 
front walk; not a single footstep overlapped! Acci¬ 
dental? Perhaps. But not wholly reasonable. A 
person walking to and from a door along a comparatively 
narrow pathway would almost certainly have doubled on 
some of his tracks. And even if he had failed to super-* 
impose any of his footprints, the parallel spoors would 
-have been closR together But these two lines of prints 
were far apart: each clung to the extreme edge of the 
walk, as if the person who made them was positively 
afraid of overlapping. Now, consider the footprints 
made this morning. There was a single line of them 
entering the house, but none coming out. We concluded 
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.that the murderer had made his escape via the Rent 
door and down the neatly swept walk; bnt this, after 
all, was only an assumption.” 

Vance sipped his coffee and inhaled a moment on 
his cigarette. 

"The po\nt I’m trying to bring out is this: there 
is n 6 proof whatever that, all these footprints were not 
made by someone in the house who first went out and 
*tl»en returned for the express purpose of leading the 
police to believe that an outsider was guilty. But, on 
the other hand, there is evidence that the footprints 
actually did originate in the house; because if an out¬ 
sider had made them he would have been at no pains 
to confuse the issue of their origin, since, in any event, 
thejr could not have been traced back farther than, 
the street. Therefore, ,as a tentative starting point, I 
assumed that the tracks had, in reality, been made by 
someone in the house.—I can't say, of course, whether 
or not my layman’s logic adds lustre to the gladsome 

light of jurisprudence-" 

"Your reasoning is consistent as far as it goes,” 
cut in Markham tartly. “But it is hardly complete 
enough to have led you directly to the linen-closet this 
morning.” 

“True. But there were various contribut’ry factors. 
For instance, the goloshes which Snitkin found in Chester's 
clothes-closet were the exact size of the prints. At first 
I toyed with the idea that they were the actual instru¬ 
ments of our unknown’s vestigial deception. But when, 
after they had been taken to Headquarter, another 
set of similar tracks appeared—to wit, the ones found 
this morning—I amended my theory slightly, and con¬ 
cluded that Chester had owned two pairs of goloshes— 
one that had perhaps been discarded but not thrown 
away. That was why I wanted to wait for Captain 
Jerym’s report: I was anxious to learn if the new tracks 
were exactly like the old ones.” »• 

"But even so, interrupted 4 Markham, "your theory 
that the footprints emanated from the house strikes 
me as being erected on pretty weak scaffolding. Were 
there any other indicants ? ” 

“ I coming to them,” replied Vance reproachfaBy, 
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"Bat you will rash me so. Pretend that I'm & lawyer, 
and my summation will sound positively breathless." 

"I'm more likely to pretend that I'm a presiding 
judge, and give you svs* per coll" 

"Ah, well." Vance sighed and continued. "Let us 
consider the hypothetical intruder's meanp of escape 
after the shooting of Julia and Ada. sproot came* into 
the upper hall immediately after the shot had been fired 
in Ada's room; yet he heard nothing—neither Tootsteps* 
in the hall nor the front door closing. And. Markham 
old thing, a person in goloshes going down marble steps 
in the dark is no midsummer tephyr for silence. In the 
circumstances Sproot would have been certain to hear 
him making his e^fcape. Therefore, the explanation 
. that suggested itself to me was that he did not make his 
escape"* 

“ And the footprints outside ? ” 

“Were made beforehand by someone walking to tho 
front gate and back.—And that brings me to the night 
of Chester's murder. You remember Rex’s tale of 
hearing a dragging noise in the hall and a door closing 
about fifteen minutes before the shot was fired, and Ada’s 
corroboration of the door-shutting part of the story? 
The noise, please note, was heard after it had stopped 
snowing—in fact, after the moon liad come out. Could 
the noise not easily have been a person walking in go¬ 
loshes, or even taking them off, after having returned 
from making those separated tracks to and from the 
gate ? And might not that closing door have been the 
door of the linen-closet where the goloshes were being 
temporarily cached ? ” 

Markham nodded. “Yes, the sounds Rex and Ada 
heard might be explained that way.” 

"And this morning’s business was even plainer. 
There were footprints on the balcony steps, made 
between nine o’clock and noon. But neither of the 

E ds saw alhyone enter the grounds. Moreover, 
*ot waited a few moments in the dining-room after 
shot had been fired in Rex’s room; and if anyone 
had come down the stairs and gone out the front door,! 
Sproot would certainly have heard him. It's true that ’ 
the murderer might have descended the front stairs 
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as Sproot went np the servants’ stairs. But is that 
likely? Would he have waited in the upper hall after 
killing Rex, knowing that someone was likely to step 
out and discover him ? I think not. And anyway, the 
guards saw no one leave the estate. Ergo, I concluded 
that no one fame down the front stairs after Rex's death. 
I assumed again that thfc footprints had been made 
at some earlier hour. This time, however, the murderer 
nlid not go to the gate and return, for a guard was there 
who would have seen him; and, furthermore, the front 
steps and the walk had been swept. So our track-maker, 
after having donned the goloshes, stepped out of the 
front door, walked round the corner of the house, mounted 
the balcony steps, and re-entered the upper hall by way 
of Ada’s room.” 

"f see." Markham leaned over and * knocked the 
fishes from his cigar. “Therefore, you inferred that 
fthe goloshes were still in the house.” 

"Exactly. But I’ll admit I didn’t think of the linen- 
closet at once. First I tried Chester’s room. Then I 
took a look round Julia’s chamber; and I was about 
to go up to the servants' quarters when I recalled Rex’s 
story of the closing door. I ran my‘eye over all the 
second-story doors, and straightway tried the linen- 
closct—which was, after all, the most likely place for 
a transient occultation. And lo! there were the goloshes, 
tucked under an old drugget. The murderer had 
probably hidden them there both times before, pending 
an opportunity of secreting them more thoroughly." 

“But where could they have been concealed so that 
our searchers didn’t run across them?” 

“As to that, now, I couldn’t say. They may have 
been taken out of the house altogether.” 

There was a silence for several minutes. Then 
Markham spoke. 

“The finding of the goloshes pretty well proves your 
theory, Vance. ^But do you realize what confronts us. 
now ? If your reasoning is correct, the guilty person is 
someone with whom we’ve been talking this morning. 
It’s an appalling thought. I've gone over in my mind 
every member of that household; and I simply can’t 
regard any one of them as a potential mass-murderer." 
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"Sheer moral prejudice, old dear." Vance’s voice 
assumed a note of raillery. " I’m a bit cynical myself, * 
and the only person at the Greene mansion I’d elimin¬ 
ate as a possibility wpuld be Frau Mannheim. She’s 
not sufficiently imaginative to have planned this ac¬ 
cumulative massacre. But as regards the others, I 
could picture any one of ’#m as bcinjf at the berttom of 
this diabolical slaughter. It’s a mistaken idea, don’t y’ • 
know, to imagine that a murderer looks like 3 . murderer. 
No murderer ever does. The only people who really 
look like murderers are quite harmless. Do you recall 
the mild and handsome features of the Reverend Richeson 
of Cambridge? Yet he gave Ills inamorata cyanide of 
potassium. The fact that Major Armstrong was a meek 
and gentlemanly-looking chap did not deter him from 
feediig ateenic to his wife. Professor We&ter of 
Harvard was not a criminal type, but the dismembered 
spirit of Doctor Turkman doubtless regards him aAlj 
brutal slayer. Doctor Lamson, with his philanthroJBP 
eyes and his benevolent beard, was highly regarded aE| 
a humanitarian, but he administered aconitine rather^ 
cold-bloodedly to his crippled brother-in-law. Then 
there was Doctor Neil Cream, who might easily have 
been mistaken for the deacon of a fashionable church; 
and the soft-spoken and amiable Doctor Waite. . . . 
And the women! Edith Thompson admitted putting^ 
powdered glass in her husband’s gruel, though she looked 41 
like a pious Sunday-school teacher. Madeleine Smith 
certainly had a most respectable countenance. And 
Constar ze Kent was rather a beauty—a nice girl with an 
engaging air, yet she cut her little brother’s throat in a 
thoroughly brutal manner. Gabriellc Bompard and 
Marie Boyer were anything but typical of the Donna 
Delinquente, but the one strangled her lover with the 
cord of her dressing-gown, and the other killed hfir 
mother with a cheese-knife. And what of Madame 
Fenayrou—*- ? ” 4 

"Enough!" protested Markham. "Your lecture on 
criminal physiognomy can go over a while. Just now 
I'm trying to adjust my mind to the staggering infers 
ences to be drawn from your finding of those goloshes." 

A sense of horror seemed to weigh him down. "Good 





. God, Vance 1 There must be some way out of this night* 
' mare you've propounded. Whs* member of that house¬ 
hold could possibly have walked in on Rex Greene and 
shot him down in broad daylight?” 

“’Pon my soul, I don’t know.” Vance himself was 
deeply affected Jby the sinister aspects of the case. “ But 
someone in that house did it-, -someone the others don't 
suspect.” r 

*‘That look on Julia's face, and Chester's amazed ex¬ 
pression—that's what you mean, isn’t it ? They didn't 
suspect either. And they were horrified at the revela- 
ition—when it was too late. Yes, all those things fit 
in with your theory." 

“But there’s one thing that doesn’t fit, old man.” 
Vance gazed at the table perplexedly. “Rex died 
peacefully, apparently unaware of his murddrer. »«Why 
wasn’t there also a look of horror on his face ? His eyes 
pouldn’t have been shut when the revolver was levelled 
■tt him, for he was standing, facing the intruder. Rj's 
inexplicable—mad 1 ” ' 

He beat a nervous tattoo on the table, his broWs 
contracted. 

“And there’s another thing, Markham, that’s in¬ 
comprehensible about Rex’s death. His door into the 
hall was open; but nobody upstairs beard the shot— 


nobody upstairs. And yet Sproot—who was down¬ 
stairs, in the butler's pantry behind the dining-room— 
heard it distinctly." 

"It probably just happened that way," Markham 
argued, jdpiost automatically. “Sound acts fantastic¬ 
ally sometimes.'' 

Vance shook his head. 


“Nothing has ‘just happened' in this case. There's 
a terrible logic about everything—a carefully planned 
reason behind each detail. Nothing has been left to 
chance. Still, this very systematization of the crime 
will eventually prove the murderer's downfall. What 
we can find a key to any one of^ the ante-rooms, we'U 
know our way into the main chamber of horrors.” 

At that moment Markham was summoned to the 
telephone. When he retamed his expression was 
puzzled and uneasy. . > .• 
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"It was Swacker. Von Blon is at my office now — he 
has something to tell me." ' 

"Ah! Very interestin',” commented Vance. 

We drove to the Qistrict Attorney’s office, and Von 
Blon was shown in at once. 

" I may be stirring up a mare’s nest,” he began apolo¬ 
getically, after he had seated himself oh the edge of a 
chair. “But I felt I ought to inform you of a curious * 
thing that happened to me this morning.* At first I- 
thought I would tell the police, but it occurred to me ’ 
they might misunderstand; and I decided to place the 
matter before you to act upon as you saw fit.” 

Plainly he was uncertain as to how the subject should 
be broached, and*Markham waited patiently with an air 
of polite indulgence. 

" Vphofled the Greene hoyse as soon as I mafic the— 
«h—discovery,” Von Blon went on hesitantly, " But I 
was informed you had left for the office; so, as soon as I 
had lunched, I came directly here.” 

19Wery good of you, doctor,” murmured Markham. 

Again Von Blon hesitated, and his manner became 
exaggeratedly ingratiate ig. 

"The fact is, Mr. Mirkham, I am in the habit of 
carrying a rather full supply of emergency drugs in my 
medicine-case. . . .” 

"Emergency drugs?” 

” Strychnine, morphine, caffeine, and a variety of 
hypnotics and stimulants. I find it often con¬ 
venient-” 

" An 1 it was in connection with these drugs you wished 
to see me?” ** 

" Indirectly—yes.” Von Blon paused momentarily to 
arrange his words. " To-day it happened that I had in 
my case a fresh tube of soluble quarter-grain morphine 
tablets, and & Parke-Davis carton of four tubes tof 
Strychnine—thirtieths. . . .” 

"And whb.t about this supply oi drugs, doctor?” 

"The fact is, the fborphine and the strychnine have 
disappeared.” 

Markham bent forward, his eyes curiously animated. 

"They were in my case this morning when I left my' 
office,” Von Blon explained; "and 1 made only two 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE 


IT* 

brief calls before I went to the Greenes'. I missed the 
tubes when I returned to my oftce.” 

Markham studied the doctor a moment. 

"And you think it improbable that the drugs were 
taken from your case during either of your other calls ?" 

“That's just,it. At neither place was the case out of 
my sight for a mbment." o 

"And at the Greenes’?” Markham's agitation was 
growing rapidly. 

"I went directly to Mrs. Greene’s room, taking the 
case with me. I remained there for perhaps half an 
hour. When I came out-" 

"You did not leave the room during that half-hour? ” 

"No. ...” ‘ 

"Pardon me, doctor,” came Vance’s indolent voice; 
"but the nurse mentioned that you callccf to her to 
bring Mrs. Greene’s bouillon. From where did you 
call ? ” 

Von Blon nodded. “Ah. yes. I did speak to Miss 
Craven. I stepped to the door and called up - the 
servants’ stairs.” 

“Quite so. And then?” 

"I waited with Mrs. Greene until thje nurse came. 
Then I went across the hall to Sibclla’s room.” 

"And your case?” interjected Markham. 

“I set it down in the hall, against the rear railing of 
the main stairway.” 

"And you remained in Miss Sibella’s room until 
Sproot called you?” 

"That is right.” 

“ Then the case was unguarded in the rear of the upper 
hall from about eleven until you left the house?” 

"Yes. After I had taken leave of you gentlemen in 
the drawing-room I went upstairs and got it.” 

“'And also made your adieux to Miss Sibella," added 
Vance. 

Von Blon raised £is eyebrows ^with an fcir of gentle 
surprise. 

"Naturally.” • ' 

"What amount of these drugs disappeared?" asked 
Markham. 

"The four tubes of strychnine contained in all approxi- 
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mately three grains—three and one-third, to be exact. 
And there are twenty-five gablets of morphine in a Parke* 
Davis tube, making six and one-quarter grains." 

"Are those fatal dos§s, doctor?" 

"That’s a difficult question to answer, sir.” Von 
Blon adopted a professional manner. "One may have 
a tolerance for morphine a^d be capable of assimilating 
astonishingly large doses. But, ceteris paribus, six grains 
would certainly prove fatal. Regarding strychnine, 
toxicology gives us a very wide range as to lethal dosage, 
depending on the condition and age of the patient. The 
average fatal dose for an adult is, I should say, two 
grains, though death has resulted from administrations 
of one grain, or e«.en less. And, on the other hand, 
recovery fias taken place after as much as ten grains have 
been swallowed. Generally speaking, however, - three 
and ono-third grains would be sufficient to produce 
fatal results." 

When Von Blon had gone Markham gazed at Vance 
anxiously. 

"What do you make of it? " he asked. 

"I don’t like it—I don’t at all like it." Vance shook 
his head despairingly. "It’s dashed queer—the whole 
thing. And the doctor is worried too. There’s a panic 
raging beneath his elegant fayade. He’s in a blue funk 
—and it's not because of the loss of his pills. He fears 
something, Markham. There was a strained, - hunted 
look in his eyes." 

"Doesn’t it strike you as strange that he should be 
carrying ~uch quantities of drugs about with him ?" 

"Not necessarily. Some doctors do it. The Con¬ 
tinental M.D’s especially are addicted to the practice. 
And don't forget Von Blon is German-trained. . . 
Vance glanced up suddenly. “By the by, what about 
those two wills ? ” * 

There was a look of astonished interrogation in Mark- 


. ham’s incisive*stare, but he said merely; 

"I'll have them latef this afternoon. Buckway has 
been laid up with a cold, but he promised to send me 
to-day." 

'ance got to his feet. 

"I'm no Chaldean," he drawled; "but I have an idea 
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those two wills may help vs to understand the disappear¬ 
ance of the doctor's pellets." t He drew on his coat and 
took up his hat and stick. "And now I'm going to 
banish this beastly affair from? my thoughts.—Come, 
Van. There’s some good chamber-music at Italian 
Hall this afternoon, and if we hurry we'll be in time for 
the Mozart'6-Major.'" , 


Chapter XVII The Two Wills 

(Tuesday, November 30**; 8 p.ru.) 

Eight o'clock that night found Inspector Moran, Ser¬ 
geant Heath, Markham, Vance and me seated about a 
small conference-table in one of the Stuyvesant Club's 
private rooms. The evening papers had created % furore 
in the city with their melodramatic accounts of Rex 
Greene's murder; and these early stories were, as we all 
knew, but the mild forerunners of what the morning 
journals would publish. The situation itself, without the 
inevitable impending strictures of the Press, was suffi¬ 
cient to harry and depress those in charge of the official 
investigation; and, as I looked round' the little circle 
of worried faces that night, I realized the tremendous 
importance that attached to the outcome of our con¬ 
ference. 

Markham was the first to speak. 

"I have brought copies of the wills; but before we 
discuss them I'd like to know if there have been any new 
developments.” 

"Developments!” Heath snorted contemptuously. 
"We’ve been going round in a circle all afternoon, and 
the faster we went the quicker we got to where we started. 
Mr. Markham, not one damn’ thing turned up to give us 
•'a line of inquiry. If it wasn't for the fact that no gun 
was found in the room, I’d turn in a report of suicide 
and then resign from the force." *- .■, 

"Fie on you, Sergeant!” Vahce made a half-hearted 
attempt at levity. "It’s a bit too early to give way to 
such gloomy pessimism. I take it that Captain DuWs 
found no finger-prints.” 

"Oh. he found finger-prints, all right— Ada’s, and 
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Rees's, and Sproot’s, and a couple of the doctor’s. But 
that don’t get us anywhqpes.” 

"Where were the prints? ” 

" Everywhere—on ttys door-knobs, the centre-table, 
the window-panes; some were even found on the wood¬ 
work above the mantel." 

" That last fact may prov^interestin' dbme day, though 
it doesn't seem to mean much just now. # Anything 
more about the footprints?" .. 

" Nope. I got Jerym’s jeport late this afternoon; but 
it don’t say anything new. The goloshes you found 
made the tracks." 

“ That reminds mo. Sergeant. What did you do with 
the goloshes?" 

Heath gave him a sly, exultant grin. 

"Ju*t cxdttlv what you’d have done with ’e&, Mr. 
Vance. Only—I thought of it first.” 

Vance smiled back. 

" SalveI Yes, the idea entirely slipped my mind this 
morning. In fact, it only just occurred to me." 

"May I know what was done with the goloshes?" 
interjected Markham impatiently. 

"Why, the sergeant returned them surreptitiously to 
the linen-closet, and placed them under the drugget 
whence they came." 

“Right!" Heath nodded with satisfaction. "And 
I’ve got our new nurse keeping an eye on 'em. The 
minute they disappear she's to phone the Bureau." 

"You had no trouble installing your woman ?" asked 
Markham. 

"A cinch. Everything went like clockwork. At a 
quarter to six the doc shows up; then at six comes the 
woman from the Central Office. After the doc has put 
her wise to her new duties, she gets into her uniform and 
goes in to Mrs. Greene. The old lady tells the doc she 1 
didn’t like Miss Craven anyway, and hopes the now 
, nurse will show her more consideration^ Things couldn't 
have gone smoother. lining around until I got a chance 
to tip our woman off about the goloshes; then I came 
away." 

"Which of our women did you give the case to, 
Sergeant?" Moran asked. 
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"O’Brien—the one who handled the Sitwell affair. 
Nothing in that house will gef by O’Brien; and she’s as 
strong as a man.” 

“ There’s another thing you’d letter speak to her about 
as soon as possible.” And Markham related in detail 
the facts of yon Blon’s visit to the office after lunch. 
" If tkose drugs tverc stolen jn the Greene mansion, your 
woman may be able to find some trace of them." 

Markham’s account of the missing poisons had pro¬ 
duced a profound effect on both Heath and the inspector. 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the latter. “Is this 
affair going to develop into a poisoning case? It would 
be the finishing touch.” His apprehension went much 
deeper than his tone implied. , 

Heath sat staring at the polished table-top with futile 
consternation. t H 

“Morphine and strychnine! There’s no use looking 
for the stuff. There's a hundred places in the house 
where it could be bid; and wc might search a month 
and not find it. Anyway, I’ll go out there to-night and 
tell O’Brien to watch for it. If she’s on the look-out she 
maybe can spot any attempt to use it.” 

“What astounds me,” remarked the inspector, “is 
the security felt by the thief. Within an hour of the 
time Rex Greene is shot the poison disappears from the 
upper hall. Good gad! That’s cold-bloodedness for 
you! And nerve, too!” 

“ There’s plenty of cold-bloodedness and nerve in this 
case,” answered Vance. “A relentless determination is 
back of these murders—and calculation nc end. I 
wouldn't be surprised if the doctor’s satchel had been 
searched a score of times before. Perhaps there's been 
a patient accumulation of the drugs. This morning’s 
theft may have been the final raid. I see in t h is whole 
‘'affair a carefully worked-out plot that's been in pre¬ 
paration perhaps for years. We’re dealing with the 
persistency of an idle fixe, and with t£ie demoniacal, 
logic of insanity. ‘ And—what *is even more hideous— 
we’re confronted with the perverted imagination of a 
fantastically romantic mind. We’re pitted against a 
fiery, egocentric, hallucinated optimism. And this type 
of optimism has tremendous stamina and power. The 
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history of nations has been convulsed by it. Mohammed 
Bruno, and Jeanne c^Arc—as well as Torquemada • 
Agrippina, and Robespierre—all had it. It operates in 
different degrees, and to different ends; but the spirit of 
individual revolution is at the bottom of it." 

"Hell, Mr. Vance!" Heath was uneasy. " You’re trying 
to make this case sometjjjng that ain*t— 1 -well, natural.” 

"Can you make it anything else. Sergeant? Already, 
there have been three murders and an attempted murder. 
And now comes the theft of the poisons from Von Blon." 

Inspector Moran drew himself up and rested his elbows 
on the table. 

"Well, what's to be done? That, I believe, is the 
business of to-night’s conclave.” He forced himself to 
bpeak \tith matter-of-factness. " We can't break up the 
establishment; and we can’t assign a separate body¬ 
guard for each remaining nfember of the household.*’ 

"No; and we can’t give 'em the woiks at the police 
station, either," grumbled Heath. 

"It wouldn’t help you if you could, Sergeant," said 
Vance. " There’s no third degree known that could un¬ 
seal the lips of the person who is executing this particular 
opus. There’s too much fanaticism and martyrdom in it." 

"Suppose wc hear those wills, Mr. Markham,” sug¬ 
gested Moran. "We may then be able to figure out a 
motive—You’ll admit, won’t you, Mr. Vance, that there’s 
a pretty strong motive back of these killings ? ’’ 

" There can be no doubt as to that. But I don't be¬ 
lieve it’s money. Money may enter into it—and por- 
bably 0 docs—but only as a contribut’ry factor. I’d 
say the motive was more fundamental—that it had 
its matrix in some powerful but suppressed human 
passion. However, the financial conditions may lead 
us to those depths.” 

Markham had taken from his pocket several Je w,l - 
sized sheets of closely typed paper, and smoothed thercr 
on the table beforo him. 

"There's no neccsJIty to read th<?se verbatim," he saflE 
" I’ve gone over them thoroughly and can tell you briefly 
what they contain." He took up the top sheet and held! 
it nearer to the light. " Tobias Greene’s last will, drawn*.. 
up less than a year before his death, makes the entire 
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family, as you know, the residuary devisees, with the 
•stipulation that they live on th^ estate and maintain it 
intact for twenty-five years. At the end of that time 
the property may be sold or otherwise disposed of. *1 
might mention that the domiciliary stipulation was parti¬ 
cularly strict; the legatees must live in the Greene 
mansion^ in esse—no technicality will suffice. They are 
permitted to travel and make visits; but such absences may 
not exceed three months in each respective year. . . .** 

“What provision was made incase one of them should 
marry ? " asked the inspector. 

“None. Even marriage on the part of any of the 
legatees did not vitiate the restrictions of the will. If 
a Greene married he or she had to live out the twenty- 
five years on ths estate just the same. The husband or 
wife coufcf share the residence, of course. Ih eveq£ of 
children the will provided fbr the erection of two other 
small dwellings on the 52nd Street side of the lot. Only 
one exception was made to these stipulations. If Ada 
should marry, she could live elsewhere without losing 
her inheritance, as she apparently waa not Tobias's 
own child and could not, therefore, carry on the blood 
line of the Greenes." • 

“What penalties attached to a breaking of the domi¬ 
ciliary terms of the will?" Again the inspector put 
the question. 

“Only one penalty—disinheritance, complete and 
absolute." 

“A rigid old bird,” murmured Vance. “But the 
important t hin g about the will is, I should say, the 
manner in which he left the money. How was this 
distributed ? ” 

“It wasn't distributed. With the exception of a few 
minor bequests, it was left in its entirety to the widow. 
Shb was to have the use of it during her lifetime, and 
could, at her death, dispose of it to the children—and 
grandchildren, if any—as she saw fit. It wasimperative, 
however, that it all remain in the family." 

“Where do the present generation of Greenes get their 
living expenses ? Are they dependent on the old lady's 
bounty?" 

“ Not exactly. A provision was made for them in this 
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way: each of .the five children was to reoeive jrom me 
executors a stipulated amount from Mrs. Greene's income 9 
sufficient for personal needs." Markham folded up the 
paper. "And that ^bout covers Tobias’s will." 

“You spoke of a lew minor bequests," said Vance. 

" What were they ? " 


" Sproot was left a competency, fo* instance-*-enough 
to take care of him comfortably whenever he wished to - 
retire from service. Mrs. Mannheim also w&s to receive 


an income for life beginning at the end of the twenty- 
five years." 

" All 1 Now, that's most interestin’. And in the mean* 
time she could, if she chose, remain as cook on a liberal 
salary." . 

" Yes? that was the arrangement." 

;j hc status of Frau Mannheim fascinates m&p I have 
a feeling that some day, ere* long, she and I will have a 
heart-to-heart talk—Any other minor bequests?" 

“ A hospital, where Tobias recovered from typhus fever 
contracted in the tropics; and a donation to the chair of 
criminology at the University of Prague. I might 
mention too, as a curious item, that Tobias left his library 
to the New York Police Department, to be turned 
over to them at the expiration of the twenty-five years." 

Vance drew himself up with puzzled interest. 

" Amazin’ 1" 


Heatij had turned to the inspector. 

"Did you know anything about this, sir?” 

" It seems to me I’ve heard of it. But a gift of books 
a quaver of a century in the future isn’t apt to excite 
the officials of the force." 

Vance, to all appearances, was smoking with indolent 
unconcern; but the precise way he held his cigarette told 
me that some unusual speculation was absorbing his mind. 

" The will of Mrs, Greene," Markham went on, “ touckfcs, 
more definitely on present conditions, though personally 
I aee nothing helpful in it. She has been mathematical!*; 
impartial in doling oit the estate. * The five childrea-fr- 
Julia, Chester, Sibella, Rex, and Ada—receive equal 
amounts under its terms—that is, each gets a fifth of 
the entire estate." 

" That part of it don’t interest me/’ put in the sergeant. 
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"What I want to know is, who gets all this money in 
case the others pass outa the picture ?" 

"The provision covering that point is quite simple.’' 
explained Markham. "Should ar^v of the children die 
before a new will is drawn, their share of the inheritance 
is distributed equally among the remaining beneficiaries." 

"Thee when an? one of 'en^passes out, all the others 
benefit. And if all of 'em except one, should die, that 
one would f;ct everything—huh?" 

“Yes." 

"So, as it stands now, Sibclla and Ada would get 
everything—fifty-fifty—provided the old lady croaked." 

" That’s correct, Sergeant.” 

"But suppose both Sibella and Au«i*is well as^the old 
lady, should die: what would become of the money?” 

" If either of the girls had # a husband, the estate vjpuld 
pass to him. But, in event of Sibella and Ada dying 
single, everything would go to the State. That is to 
say, the State would get it provided there were no 
relatives alive—which 1 believe is the case.” 

Heath pondered these possibilities for several minutes. 

"I can’t see anything in the situation to give us a 
lead,” he lamented. "Everybody benefits equally by 
what’s already happened. And there’s three of the 
family still left—the old lady and the two girls.” 

"Two from three leaves one, Sergeant,” suggested 
Vance quietly. 

"What do you mean by that, sir?” 

" The morphine and the strychnine.” 

Heath gave a shirt and made an ugly face. <• 

"By God I” He struck the table with his fist. "It 
ain't coming to that if I can stop it!” Then a sense of 
helplessness tempered his outraged resolution, and he 
became sullen. 

*’I know how you feel.” Vance spoke with troubled 
discouragement. "But I’m afraid we’ll all have to wait. 
If the Greene millions are an actuating force in this 
affair, there’s no way on earth to avert at least one more 
tragedy.” 

"We might put the matter up to the two girls and 
perhaps induce them to separate and go away,” ventured 
the inspector. 
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"That would only postpone the inevitable/' Vance 
returned. “And besides,* it would rob them of their 
patrimony." 

“A court ruling migbj: be obtained upsetting the pro¬ 
visions of the will," submitted Markham dubiously. 

Vance gave him an ironical smile. , 

" By the time you could gat one of yoifr beloved eourts 
to act the murderer would have had time to, wipe out 
the entire local judiciary." 

For nearly two hours ways and means of dealing with 
the case were discussed; but obstacles confronted nearly 
every line of activity advocated. Finally, it was agreed • 
that the only practicable tactics to be pursued were those 
of the routine police procedure. However, before the 
conference broke up, certain specific decisions had been 
taken ^ The‘guard about the,Greene estate was'* to be 
increased, and a man was to be placed on the upper floor 
of the Narcoss Flats to keep a close watch on the front 
door and windows. On some pretext or other a detective 
was to be kept inside of the house as many hours as 
possible during the day; and the telephone-line of the 
Greenes was to be tapped. 

Vance insisted’, somewhat against Markham’s inclina¬ 
tion, that everyone in the house and every person who 
called there—however seemingly remote his connection 
with the case—should be regarded as a suspect and 
watched vigilantly; and Heath was ordered by the 
inspector to convey this decision to O’Brien, lest her 
instinctive partiality should result in the relaxation of 
her scrutiny of certain persons. The sergeant, it seemed, 
had already instituted a thorough investigation into the 
private affairs of Julia, Chester, and Rex; and a dozen 
men were at work on their associates and activities 
outside of the Greene mansion, with special instructions 
to gather reports of conversations which might have con¬ 
tained some hint or reference indicating a foreknowledge 
. or suspicion of the crimes. , 

Just as Markham rose to terminate the discussion 
Vance again leaned forward and spoke. 

"In case there is to be a poisoning we should, I think, 
be prepared. Where overdoses of either morphine or 
strychnine are adminstered immediate action will some- 
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times save the victim. I would suggest that an official 
physician be placed in the h^prcoss Flats with .the man 
set to watch the Greene windows; and he should have 
at hand all the necessary apparatus and antidotes used 
in combating morphine and strychnine poisoning. 
Furthermore. I would suggest that we arrange some 
sort t>f signal with Sproot and the new nurse, so that, 
should anything happen, our doctor can be summoned 
without a moment’s delay. If the victim of the 
attempted poisoning were saved, we might be able 
to ascertain who administered the drug.” 

The plan was readily agreed to. The inspector took 
It upon himself to arrange the matter that night with one 
of the official police-surgeons; and Heath wqpt at once 
to the Narcoss Flats to secure a room facing the Greene 
mansion. . * w 


Chapter XVIII In The Locked Library 

(Wednesday, December 1st; i p.m.) 

Vance, contrary to his custom, rose early the next 
morning. He was rather waspish, and I left him severely 
alone. He made several desultory attempts at reading, 
and once, when he put his book down, I glanced at the 
title—he had chosen a life of Genghis Khan! Later in 
the forenoon he attempted to busy himself, with cata¬ 
loguing his Chinese prints. 

We were to have lunch with Markham at the Lawyers 
Club at one o'clock, and at a little after twelve Vance 
ordered his powerful Hispana-Suiza. He always drove 
himself when engaged on a problem: the activity seemed 
to steady his nerves and clarify his brain. 

Markham was waiting for us, and it was only too plain 
from his expression that something of a disturbing nature 
had occurred. 

“ Unburden, old dear," invited Vance*when we were, 
seated at our table in a comer of the main dining-room. 
"You look as serious as Saint John of Patinos. I’m 
sure something wholly to be expected has happened. 
Have the goloshes disappeared ? ” - ■ 

Markham looked at him with some wonder. 
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"YeaI The O’Brien woman called the Bureau at nine 
o'clock tills morning and Reported that they had been 
removed from the linen-closet during the night. They 
were there, however, when she went to bed.” 

“And, of course, they have not been found." 

"No. She made a pretty careful search before 
'phoning." • ■* « 

"Fancy that. But she might have saved herself:the 
trouble. What does the doughty sergeant opine ? " 

"Heath reached the hause before ten o’clock, and 
made an investigation. But he learned nothing. No 
one admitted hearing any sound in the hall during the 
night. He researched the house himself, but without 
result." § • 

"Have you heard from Von Blon this morning?" 

" N<v but Heath saw him. t He came to the house 
about ten and stayed nearly an hour. He appeared 
very much upset over the stolen drugs, and immediately 
asked if any trace of them had been found. He spent 
most of the hour with Sibella." 

"Ah, welladayl Let us enjoy our truffes gastronome 
without the intrusion of unpleasant speculations. This 
Madeira sauce, by the by, is very good." Thus Vance 
dismissed the subject. 

However, that luncheon was to prove a memorable 
one; for towards the end of the meal Vance made a 
suggcstion-T-or, rather, insisted upon an action—that was 
eventually to solve and explain the terrible tragedies at 
the Greene mansion. We had reached our dessert when, 
after a loag silence, he looked up at Markham and said: 

.. " The Pandora complex has seized and mastered me. 

I simply must get into Tobias's locked library. That 
sacred adytum has begun to infest my slumbers; and 
ever since you mentioned the legacy of those books 1‘ve 
had no rest. I yearn to become acquainted with Tobias's : 
literary taste, and to leam why he should have selected 
.tiie police for tts beneficiaries." , 

" But my dear Vance, ^hat possible connection-? " 

"DesistI You can’t think of a question I have not 
already put to myself; and I'm unable to answer any 
of them. But the fact remains, I must inspect that 
library even if you have to get a judicial order to batter 
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down the door. There are sinister undercurrents in that 
old house, Markham; and a tint or two may be found 
in that secret room.” 

“ It will be a difficult proceeding if Mrs. Greene stands 
firm on her refusal to deliver the key to us.” Markham 
I could see, tyid already .acquiesced. He was in a mood 
to aelede to an/ suggestion that even remotely promised 
a aiaiifi cation of the problem posed by the Greene 
murders. 

It was nearly three o’clock when we reached the house. 
Heath had already arrived, in answer to a telephone call 
; from Markham; and we at once presented ourselves to 
Mrs. Greene. Following an ocular sign from the ser¬ 
geant the new nurse left the room; «and Markham went 
directly to the point. The old lady had eyed us sus- 
picioiftly as we came in, {ind now sat rigidly against her 
pile of pillows, her gaze fixed on Markham with defensive 
animosity. 

“Madam," he began, somewhat severely, “we regret 
the necessity of this call. But certain things have arisen 
which make it imperative that wc visit Mr. Grccue’s 
library-” 

“You shan't!” she broke in, her voice rising in an 
infuriated crescendo. “You shan't put your foot in 
that room I Not for twelve years has anyone passed the 
threshold, and no policeman now shall desecrate the place 
where my husband spent the last years of hif life.” 

“I appreciate the sentiment that actuates your re¬ 
fusal,” replied Markham; “but graver considerations 
have intervened. The room will have to be searched*.” 

“Not if you kill me!" she cried. “How dare you 
force your way into my house-? ” 

Markham held up his hand authoritatively. 

“I am not here to argue the matter. 1 came to you 
merely to ask for the key. Of course, if you prefer to 
have us break down the door. . . He drew a sheaf of 
papers from his v pocket. “I have secured a search-, 
warrant for that room; and it would cause me deep 
regret to have to serve it on you.” (I was amazed at his 
aggressive daring, for I knew he had no warrant.) 

Mrs. Greene broke forth with imprecations. Her anger 
became almost insensate, and she was changed into a 
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creature at once repulsive and pitiful. Markham waited 
calmly for her paroxysmof fury to pass; and when, her 
vituperation spent, she beheld Ins quiet, uiexorablc bear¬ 
ing, she knew that she had lost. She sink back, white 
and exhausted. * 

“Take the key,” she capitulated bitterly, "and save 
me the final infamy of haying my hoflseftom dqwn by 
ruffians. . . . It’s in the ivory jewel-case in the top 
drawer of that cabinet.” She pointed weekly to the 
lacquered high-boy. 

Vance crossed the room and secured the key—a long, 
old-fashioned instrument with a double bit and ^ 
filigreed bow. 

"Have you always kept the key in this jewel-case, 
Mrs. Grefcnc ? ” he asked, as he closed the drawer. 

"Fpr twelve years,” she whined. "And now, after 
all tnat time, it is to be takRn from me by force—and 
by the police, the very police who should be protecting 
an old helpless paralytic like me. It’s infamy! But 
what can 1 expect ? Everyone take3 delight in torturing 
me.” 

Markham, his object gained, became contrite, and 
endeavoured tef pacify her by explaining the seriousness 
of the situation. But in this he failed; and a few moments 
later he joined us in the hall. 

"I don’t like this sort of thiug, Vance,” he said. 

" You {}id remarkably well, however. If I hadn’t been 
with you since lunch I’d have believed you really bad 
a search-warrant. You arc a veritable Machiavelli. Te 
salutolm 

"Get on with your business, now that you have the 
key,” ordered Markham irritably. And we descended to 
the main hall. 1 

Vance looked about him cautiously to make sure we 
were not observed, and led the way to the library. • 

“The lock works rather easily, considering its twelve 
years of desuetude,” he remarked, as he turned the key 
and gently pushed opefl the massive Rak door. "And the 
hinges don’t even creak. Astonishin’.” 

Blackness confronted us, and Vance struck a match. 

"Please don’t touch anything,” he admonished, and, 
holding the match high before him, he crossed to the 
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r heavy velour draperies of the east window. As he drew 
them apart a cloud of dust filial the air. 

“These curtains, at least, have not been touched for 
years," he said. , 

The grey light of mid-afternoon suffused the room, 
revealing an astonishing retreat. The walls were lined 
*fth open book-Shclves which reached from the floor 
nearly to the ceiling, leaving only space enough for a 
row of marble busts and squat bronze vases. At the 
southern end of the room wac a massive flat-topped 
desk, and in the centre stood a long carved table laden 
l,wilh curious and outlandish ornaments. Beneath the 
windows and in the comers were piles of pamphlets and 
portfolios; and along the moulding «of the liookcases 
hung gargoyles and old prints yellow with age. Two 
cnormofes Persian lamps qf perforated bra& dcpqpdcd 
from the ceiling, and beside the centre-table stood a 
Chinese sconce eight feet high. The floor was covered 
with overlapping Oriental rugs laid at all angles; and 
at each end of the fire-place was a hideous painted totem- 
pole reaching to the beams. A thick coating of dust 
overlay everything. 

Vance returned to the door and, striking another 
match, closely examined the inner knob. 

“Someone," he announced, “has been here recently. 
There's no sign of dust on this knob." 

“We might get the finger-prints," suggested .Heath. 

Vance shook his head. 

“Not even worth trying. The person we’re dealing 
with knows better than to leave sign manuals." 

He closed the door softly and threw the bolt. Then 
he looked about him. Presently he pointed beneath a 
huge geographical globe beside the desk. 

“There are your goloshes. Sergeant. I thought they'd 
Be here." 

Heath almost threw himself upon them, and carried 
them to the window. 

“ They're the ones, all right,” ife declared. 

Markham gave Vance one of his annoyed, calculating- 
stares. 

"You’ve got some theory," he asserted, in an accusing 
tone. 










"Nothing more than I've already tqld you. The 
finding of the goloshes, was wholly incidental. I'm 
interested in oth^r thing^—just what, I don't know.” 

He stood near the cpntre-table and let his eyes ro 4 jW 
over the objects of the*room. Presently his gaze camtfM 
rest on a low wicker reading-chair, the right arm of wlfiMj 
was shaped into a book-met. It stood Vfthin a few flip 
of the wall opposite to the fireplace, facing a narrow 
section of book-shelves that was surmounted oy a replica 
of the Capitoline Museum bust of Vespasian. 

"Most untidy,” he murmured. "I’m sure that chair, 
wasn’t left in that position twelve years ago.” g| 

He moved forward, and stood looking down at it 
musingly. Instinotively Markham and Heath followed 
him; and then saw the thing that he had been contem¬ 
plating. Oh the table-arm of the chair was a deep saucer 
in which stood the thick stub of a candle. The saucer 


was almost filled with smoky wax drippings. 

"It took many candles to fill that dish,” commented 
Vance; "and I doubt if the departed Tobias did his 
reading by candle-light.” He touched the scat and the 
back of the chair, and then examined his hand. ” There’s 
dust, but nowhVre near a decade's accumulation. Some¬ 
one has been browsing in this library rather recently; 
and he was dashed secretive about it. He didn't dare 


draw the shades or turn on the lights. He sat here with 
a single candle, sampling Tobias’s brand of literature. 
And it apparently appealed to him, for this one saucer 
contains evidence of many bookish nights. How many 
other saucers oi paraffin there were we don’t know.” 

"The old lady could tell us who bad a chance to put 
the key back this morning after hiding the goloshes," 
offered Heath. 

"No one put the key back this morning. Sergeant. 
The person who was in the habit of visiting here wouldn’t 
have stolen it and returned it on each occasion when he 
could have had a duplicate made in fifteen minutes.” 

"I guess you're rlfcht.” The sergeant was sorely 
perplexed. " But as long as we don't know who's got 
the key, we’re no better off than we were.” 

"We’re not quite through yet with our scrutiny of tire 
library," rejoined Vance. "As I told Mr. Markham at 
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lunch, my irL<in object in coming here was to ascertain 
•bias’s taste .in literature." > 
lot of go\*d that’ll do you f" 
le can never tell. Tobias, /emember, bequeathed 
ibrary to the Police Department. . . . Let’s see 
what toijpcg the old boy whiled away his inactive 
iurs^’ 

Vance t9ok out his monocle and, polishing it carefully, 
fitted it to his eye. Then he turned to the nearest book- 
^ shelves. I stepped forward amPlooked over his shoulder; 
j^iKd, as my glance ran over the dusty titles, I could 
PScarely suppress an exclamation of amazment. Here 
was one of the most complete and unusual private 
libraries of criminology in America-'-and I wa,s familiar 
with many of the country’s famous collections. Crime in 
all its phases and ramifications was represented. ,Rare 
old treatises, long out of print and now the delight of 
bibiophilcs, shouldered one another in compact tiers ou 
Tobias Greene’s shelves. 

Nor were the subjects of these books limited to a 
narrow interpretation of criminology. All the various 
allied branches of the subject were represented. There 
were entire sections devoted to insanity and cretinism, 
social and criminal pathology, suicide, pauperism and 
philanthrophy, prison reform, prostitution and mor¬ 
phinism, capital punishment, abnormal psychology, legal 
codes, the argot of the underworld and cocte writing, 
toxicology, and police methods. The volumes were in 
many languages—English, French, German, Italian, 
Spanish, Swedish, Russian, Dutch, and Latin.* * 

• Among the volumes of Tobias Greene’s library I may mention the following 
as typical of the entire collection: Heizuoth’s “De morborum animi et pa the- 
m a turn animi differentia,” Hoh’s “De mania pathologia” P. S. Knight’s 
“Observations on the Causes, Symptoms, and Treatment of Derangement of 
the Mind,” Krafft-EMng’s “GnmdzQge dcr Krimioal-Psychologie,” Bailey’s 
* Diary of a Resurrectionist,” Lange’s 14 Om Arvclighedens Inflydelse i Slndssygc- 
dorameneLcuret’s “Fragments psycbologiques sor la folie,” D'Aguazmo’a 
” Recension! di antropologia giuridica,” Amos's “Crime and CiviUtttion/" 
Andropico'a “Studi clrnici sul dclitto," Lombroso'a “Uomn Delinquents,” da 
Aramburu’s “La nueva cieUcia penal,” Bleakla-’s “Some Distinguished Victims 
of the Scaffold,” Aienal'a “Psychologic compare du crlmind/’ Aubry't “De 
1'homicide par la femme,” Beccana’s “Crimes ^nd Punishments,” 

Beoedikt’s “Anatomical Studies upon the Brains of Criminals,” Bittinger’s 
“Crimes of Passion and of Reflection,” BosseUi's “Nuovi stud! sul tatuaagia 
nci criminal!/ 1 Ravalli's “La deliqucnsa in rapporto alia dvilti,” de FeytSr** 
“Verhandeling over d on Kindennoord,” Fuld’s “Dor Realismus undr das 
Strafrecht,” Hamilton’s “Sdentihc Detection of crime.” voo UolUeodocff's 
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Vance's eyes sparkled as he moved along, 
shelves. Markham also jvas deeply i 
Heath, bending here and tnere towards < 
tered an expression of bpwildered curiosity. • 'V 

"My wordl” murmirred Vance. "No wonder your 
department. Sergeant, was chosen as the future custodian 
of these tomes. What tn collection! * tfxtr’ordin'ryl 
Aren't you glad, Markham, you wangled the old lady into 

relinquishing the key-" 

Suddenly he stiffened a*d jerked his head toward the 
door, at the same time lifting his hand for silence. I, toq* 
had heard a slight noise in the hall, like someone brushing* 
against the woodwork of the door, but had thought 
nothingof.it. Fora few moments we waited tensely. 
But no further sound came to us, and Vance stepped 
quickly to the! door and drew it open. The hall was empty. 
He stood on the threshold for a while listening. Then he 
closed the door, and turned again to the room. 

" I could have sworn someone was listening in the ball,” 
“ I heard a rustle of some kind," Markham corroborated 
him. *' I took it for granted it was Sproot or the maid 
passing by." 

** Why should Jnybody's hanging round the hall worry 
us, Mr. Vance ? " Heath asked. 


Irfecbe Ge.fingnisaystem insbesondre die Z w is chcnans tat ten vor der 
Entlaasung der Straflitige, Jardinc’s “Criminal Trials,” Lacaswagne's “L'hommc 
criminel compote 0 l’homme prixnitif," Llanos y Torriglia's “ Ferri y su escucla/' 
Oven Luke's “History of Crime in England,” MacFarlanc’s “Lives and Exploit 1 , 
of Banditti/' M'Levy*s “Curiosities of Crime in Edinburgh,” the “Complete 
Newgate Calendar/' Pomeroy’s “German and French Criminal Procedure,” 
Rizzone's “Belinquenza e punibiliU,” Rosenblatt's “Skizzcn aus des Ver- 
brecherwelt/' Soury's “Le crime ct les rrimincls,” Wey's “Criminal Anthro¬ 
pology.** Amadui's “Cram d’assassini,” Benedikt's “Der Raubthiertypus am 
mcnschlichen Gebirme,” Fasini's “Studi su delinquent! feminine/ MlsI’h 
"Arrested and Aberrant Development and Gyres in the Brain of Paranoiac* 
and Criminals/' de Paoli’s “Quattro crani di dclinqucnti/* Zuckerkandl's 
“Morphologic des Gesichtsschadels/' Bergonzoli's “Sui pazzi criminal in Italia,” 
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Parrot's “Sur la monocnanie homicide.” Savage’s “Moral Insanity/' Teed's 
“On Mind, Insanity Ed Criminality/' Worckmanu's “pu Crime and Insanity,' 
Vaucher’t “Systeme proventif des%dits et des crimes, Thacker's “ Psychology 
of Vico and Crime," Tarde's “La Criminality Compardc/' Tamassia's “Gliul - 
ttai studi sulla criminality," Sikes's “Studies of Assassiuation," Senior's 
“Remarkable Crimea and Trials in Germany," Savarini's “Vexata Qiuestio," 
Sampson's “Rationale of Crime," Nodlner’s “ Kriminal-psychobgischr 
DofJcwhrdigkeitca*" Sighele's “La foul© crimiaoUe," and Korsakoff's ,T Krua 
psiCfdat riP 




"I realty* couldn’t say, don’t y’ know. Bat it bothers 
roe, nevertheless. If someone was at the door listening, 
it shows that our presence Here has produced a state of' 
anxiety in tie person privy to the fact. It's possible, 
d’ ye see, that someone is dcsi/ous of ascertaining what 
we have found out.” 

"JVell, I •can’t see that ^ve’ve found out enough to 
make anybody lose any sleep,” mumbled Heath. 

"You're so discouraging. Sergeant.” Vance sighed and 
went to the book-shelves in front of the wicker reading- 
chair. " There may be something in this section to cheer 
us. Let us sec if there’s a glad tiding or two written in 
the dust.” 

He struck match after match as tie carefully inspected 
the tops of the books, beginning at the highest shelf and 
systematically scrutinizing the volumes of efcch row. He ‘ 
bad reached the second £nelf from the floor when’fie bent 
over curiously and gave a second long look at two thick 
grey volumes. Then putting out the match, he took the 
volumes to the window. 

" The thing is quite mad,” he remarked, after a brief 
examination. "These are the only books within arm's 
reach of the chair that have been handled recently. And 
what do you think they are ? An old two-volume edition 
of Professor Hans Gross's' Handbuch fur Untersuchungs- 
richter als System der Kriminalistik,' or—to claw the 
title loosely into the vulgate—'A Handbook on the 
Criminal Sciences for Examining Magistrates. ” He gave 
Markham a look of facetious reproach. "I say, you 
haven't by any chance, been spending your nights in this 
library learning how to ballyrag suspects ? " 

Markham ignored his levity. He recognised the out¬ 
ward sign of Vance’s inner uneasiness. 

"The apparently irrelevant theme of the book,” he 
returned, "might indicate a mere coincidence between 
the visits of some person to t h is room and the crimes 
committed in the house.” *. 

Vance made nd answer. He thoughtfully returned the* 
books to their place and ran his eyes over the remaining % 
volumes of the bottom shelf. Suddenly be knelt down' 
and struck another match. .a •’ 

"Here are several books out of place.” I detected'a 




subdued note of eagerness in his voice. "Trtfty belong 
in other sections; and they’re been crowded/in here a 
little out of alignment. Moreover, they're /inocent of 
dust. . . . 'Pon my scuil, Markham, here’s a coin* 
cidence for your sceptical legal mind I Lend an ear to 
these titles: ‘Poisons: Their Effects and Detection,' by 
Alexander Wynter Blyth,* %nd ' Textbook 1 >f Medical 
Jurisprudence, Toxicology, and Public Health,' f>y John 
Glaister, Professor of Forensic Medicine at the University 
of Glasgow. And here we have Friedrich Briigelmann’s 
‘Ueber hystejjsche Dfimmerzustande,’ and Schwarz- 
wald’s * Ueber Hystero-Paralyse und Somuambulismus.* 
I say I That's deuced queer. . . 

He rose and walked, up and down, agitated. 

. “No—no; absolutely not," he muttered. "It simply 
can’t be. . . . Why should Van Blon lie to us about 
her?" 

We all knew what was in his mind. Even Heath 
sensed it at once, for, though he did not speak German, 
the titles of the two German books—especially the latter 
—needed no translation to be understood. Hysteria and 
twilight sleep 1 Hysterical paralysis and somnambulism 1 
The gruesome and \orrible implication in these two titles, 
and their possible relation to the sinister tragedies of the 
Greene mansion, sent a chill of horror over me. 

Vance stopped his restless pacing and fixed a grave 
gaze on Markham. 

"This thing gets deeper and deeper. Something un¬ 
thinkable is going on here. Come, let us get out of this 
polluted room. It has told us its gibbering, nightmarish 
story. And now we will have to interpret it—find some 
glimmer of sanity in its black suggestions. Sergeant, will 
you draw the curtains while I straighten these books? 
We’d best leave no evidence of our visit." 


-•Chapter XIX* # Sherr% and Paralysis 

{Wednesday, December ist ; 4.30 p.m.) 

Whbn we returned to Mrs. Greene’s room the old lady 
was apparently deeping peacefully and we did oat 
* Dr. Hjrft cm of the define* wUbmm 1 b tie Cripp« trial. 
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disturb Jto-. Heath gave the key to Nurse O’Brien with 
instruction to replace it in the jewel-case, and we went 
downstairs^ 

Althoughnt was but a little ppst four o'clock, the early 
winter twilight had already d^cended. Sproot had hot 
yet lighted the lamps, and the lower hall was in semi- 
darkness. <A ghostly atmc sphere pervaded the house. 
Even the silence was oppressive, and seemed fraught 
with th£ spirit of comminution. We went straight to the 
hall-table where we had thrown our coats, eager to get 
out into the open air. f 

But we were not to shake the depressing influence of 
the old mansion so quickly. We had scarcely reached 
the table when there came a slight stirring of the portiires 
of the archway opposite to the drawing-room, and a tense,, 
whispered voice said: 1 

"Mr. Vance—please!' 4 

We turned, startled. There, just inside of the reception- 
room, hiding behind the heavy draperies, stood Ada, 
her face a patch of ghastly white in the gathering gloom. 
With one finger placed on her lips for silence, she 
beckoned to us; and we stepped softly into the chill, 
unused room. ‘ 

"There’s something I must tell you," she said, in a 
half-whisper—"something terrible! 1 was going to 
telephone you to-day, but I was afraid. ..." A fit of 
trembling seized her. 

"Don’t be frightened, Ada," Vance encouraged her 
soothingly. " In a few days all these awful things will be 
over. What have you to tell us ?" .* 

She made an effort to draw herself together, and when 
the tremor had passed she went on hesitantly. 

"Last night—it was long after midnight—I woke, and 
felt hungry. So I got up, slipped on a wrap, and stole 
downstairs. Cook always leaves something in the pantry 
for me. . . ." Again she stopped, and her haunted eyes 
searched our fa^es. "But when I reached the lower, 
landing of the stairs I heard a soft, shuffling sound in the 
hall—far back, near the library door. My heart was in 
my mouth, but I made myself look over the banister. 
And just then—someone struck a match. . . .” 

Her trembling began afresh, and she clutched Vance’s 
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arm with both hands. I was afraid the girl w^Tgoing to 
and I moved closer to her; but Vance's voice 
seemed to steady her. 

"Who was it, Ada?” 

She caught her breath find looked about her, her face 
the picture of deadly fear. Then she leaned forward. 

" It was mother I . . . A%i she was walking /” # 

The dread significance of this revelation chilled us all 
into silence. After a moment a choked whistlc%:scaped 
Heath; and Markham threw back his head like a man 
shaking himself out of an encroaching spell of hypnosis. 
It was Vance Vho first recovered himself sufficiently to 
speak. 

"Your mother was near the library door?” 

"Yes; aid it seemed as though she held a key in her 
hand.” 

"Wfe she carrying anymmg riser vance s euorr ac 
calmness was only half successful. 

"I didn’t notice—I was too terrified.” 

“Could she, for instance, have been carrying a pair of 
goloshes?” he persisted. 

“ She might have been. I don't know. She had on her 
long Oriental shawl, and it fell down about her in folds. 
Maybe under the shawl. ... Or she might have put 
them down when she struck the match. I only knew I 
saw her—moving slowly . . . there in the darkness.” 

The memory of that unbelievable vision completely 
took possession of the girl. Her eyes stared, trancc-like, 
into the deepening shadows. 

Markhajp cleared his throat nervously. 

“You say yourself it was dark in the hall last night. 
Miss Greene. Perhaps your fears got the better of you. 
Are you sure it might not have been Hemming or the 
cook?" 

She brought her eyes back to Markham with sudden 
resentment. 

“No!” Than her voice took on its former note of 
terror. " It was mother? The match &as burning close 
to her face, and there was a terrible look in her eyes. I 
was only a few feet away—looking straight down on her.” 

H^r no Id on Vance’s arm tightened, and once more 
her agonized gaze turned to him. 
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" Oh, <>hat does it meap? I thought—I thought 
mother cctald never walk again.' 1 

Vance ignored her anguished appeal. 

"Tell hk this, for it’s very important: did your 
mother see you ?" j. 

"I—don’t know.” Her words were scarcely audible. 
“I drew l^aclc and ran softly up the stairs. Then I 
looted myself in my room. 

Van<^ did not speak at once. He regarded the girl 
for a moment, and then g^ve her a slow, comforting 
smile. 

"And I think your room is the besp place for you 
now," he said. "Don’t worry over what you saw; 
and keep what you have told us to yourself. There’s 
nothing to be afraid of. Certain types oC paralytics 
have been known to walk in their sleep under the stress * 
of stfock or excitement! Anyway, we’ll ammgetfor the 
new nurse to sleep in your room to-night.” And with a 
friendly pat on her arm he sent her upstairs. 

After Heath had given Miss O’Brien the necessary 
instructions, we left the house and walked toward First 
Avenue. 

"Good God, Vance!" said Markham huskily. "We’ve 
got to move quickly. That child’s story opens 4ip new 
and frightful possibilities." 

“Couldn't you get a commitment for the old woman 
to some sanatorium to-morrow, sir?’’ asked Heath. 

"On what grounds? It’s a pathological case, pure 
and simple. We haven't a scrap of evidence." 

"I shouldn't attempt it, in any event," interposed 
Vance. “We mustn't be hasty. There are several con¬ 
clusions to be drawn from Ada’s story; and if the thing 
that all of us is thinking should be wrong, we'd only 
make matters worse by a false move. We might delay 
the slaughter for the time being; but we’d learn nothing. 
And our only hope is to find out—some way— -what’s 
at the bottom of this atrocious business.^' 

" Yeh ? And how are we going to do that, Mr. Vancef 
Heath spoke with despair. -S.*'' 

"I don't know now. Bnt the Greene household ** 
safe for to-night, anyway; and that gives us alittle 
time. I think I'll have another talk win Von Boo* 
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Doctors—especially the younger ones—are Apt to give 
snap diagnoses." . 

fit can certainly do no harm." agreed Markham. 
"And it might bring forth something sugg^tive. When 
will you tackle him ? " 9 

Heath had hailed a taxicab, and wq y/ere headed 
down-town along Third Avihue. 

Vance was gazing out of the window. 

" Why not at once ? ” Suddenly his mood had changed. * 
"Here we are in the Forties. And tea-time 1 What 
could be more^ opportune ? " 

He leaned over and gave the chauffeur an order. . 
In a few minutes the taxicab drew up to the kerb before 
Von Blon’% brown-stane residence. 

, The doctor Received us apprehensively 

"Nothing wrong, I hope?” fee asked, trying t<f read 
our faces. 

"Oh, no," Vance answered easily. "We were passing 
and thought we'd drop in for a dish of tea and a medical 
*hat.” 

. Von Blon studied him with a slight suspicion. 

"Very well. Yon gentlemen shall have both." He rang 
for his man. " But I can do even better. I've some old 
Amoffttllado sherry-” 

"My word I" Vance bowed ceremoniously and turned 
to Markham. " You see how fortune favours her punctual 
children?" • 

The wine was brought and carefully decanted. 

Vanoe, took up his glass and sipped it. One would 
have thought, horn bis manner, that nothing in the 
world at that moment was as important as the quality 
of the wine. 

"Ah, my dear doctor," he remarked, with some 
ostentation, "the blender on the sunny Andalusian., 
slopfa unquestionably had many rare and valuable 
I with which to glorify this vintage. There was 
need for fte addition of vino dulce that year; but, 
i, the Spaniards always sweeten their wine, probably 
; because the English object to the slightest dryness. 
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Ben Jonsoi sang its praises, and so did Tom Mooro 
and Byron., But it was Shakespeare—an ardent lover 
of sherry himself—who penned the greatest and 'most 
passionate panegyric to it. You remember Falstaff’s 
ajxjstropheIt ascends me’-into the brain; dries 
me there all the foolish and dull and crudy vapours 
whirli environ it; makes it apprehensive, quick, forgetive, 
full of nimble, fiery and electable shapes. . . Sherry, 
you piOiKibly know, doctor, was once regarded as a 
cure for gout and other malailcs of faulty metabolism.” 

Jle paused and put down his glass. 

“I wonder that you haven't prescribed this delicious 
sherry for Mrs. Greene long ago. I’m sure she would 
serve you with a writ of confiscation if she knew you 
had it.” 

“Tjje fact is,” Von Blon returned, ' I onco took 
her a bottle, and she gave it to Chester. She doesn't 
care for wine. 1 re member my father’s telling me she 
objected violently to her husband’s well-stocked cellar.” 

■'Your father died, did he not, lx-fore Mrs. Greene 
became paralysed?” Vance iiskcd incuriously. 

“Yes—about a year." 

" And was yours the only diagnosis made of her case 3 ” 

Von Blon looked at him with an air of gentle surprise. 

"Yes. 1 saw no necessity of calling in any of the 
bigwigs. The symptoms were clear-cut and conformed 
with the anamnesis. Furthermore, everything since then 
has confirmed my diagnosis.” 

“And yet doctor”—Vance spoke with great deference 
•—"something has occurred which, from the layman’s 
point of view, tends to cast doubt on the accuracy of 
that diagnosis. Therefore, I feel sure you will forgive 
me when I ask you quite frankly if it would not be 
possible to place another, and perhaps less serious, 
interpretation on Mrs. Greene’s invalidism.” 

Von Blon appeared greatly puzzled. 

“There is,” he said, "not the slightest possibility 
that Mrs. Greene is suffering -from any disease other 
than an organic paralysis of both legs—a paraplegia, 
in fact, of the entire lower part of the body." 

“If you were to sec Mrs. Greene move her legs, what 
would be your mental reaction ? " \ 
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Von Blon stared at him incredulously. Th 4 a he forced 
a laugh. 

"My mental reaction? €’d know my liver was out of 
order, and that I was having hallucinations." 

“ And if you know yoftir liver was functioning perfectly 
—then what ?" 

"I'd immediately beapinc a devout- believer in 
miracles." 

Vance smiled pleasantly. 

“I sincerely hope it won’t come to that. And yet 
so-called therapeutic miracles have happened.” 

"I’ll admit that medical history is tilled with what 
the uninitiated call miraculous cures. But there is souncf 
pathology beneath all of them. In Mrs. Greene's case, 
however, *1 can see no loophole for error. If she should 
move her l«gs, it would controvert ali <hc kr.0^11 laws 
of physiology." 

"By the by, doctor' -t UUVA, I'Ut tliv ijilV/OUUU 

abruptly— 41 arc you familiar with Brugclm&nn's 'Ucber 
hysterisclic l.)&mmcrzusUti:do ’ ?” 

"No—1 can’t say that 1 am." 

"Or with Schwarzwalds 1 Ueber Hvstcro-Paralyso 
und SomnambuLsmus ’ ? ” 

Von Blon hesitated. and his cj f cs were focused intently 
like those of a man who is thinking rapidly. 

"I knew Schwarzwald, of course/’ he answered. 
"But I’m ignorant^of the particular work you men¬ 
tion. ..." Slowlya look of amazement dawned oil 
liis face. “Good heavens! You're not trying to connect 
the subjects of these books with Mrs. Greene's condition, 
are you l ” 

"If I were to tell you that both of these books are 
in the Greene mansion, what would you say ? ” 

"I'd say their presence is no more relevant to the 
situation there than would be a copy of *l>ie Leiden® 
dcs jungen Wcrther' or Heine’s * Ronianzero.”' 

"I'm sorry#I can’t agree with you,” returned Vanco 
politely. “ They are cdttainly relevant to our investiga¬ 
tion, and I had hoped you might be able to explain 
the connection/’ 

Von Blon appeared to ponder the matter, his face 
the picture of peq>lexity. 
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“I wish'I could help you,” he raid, after several 

moments. Then he glanced up quickly; a new light 
had come into his eyes. “Permit me to suggest, sir, 
that you are labouring under a misapprehension as to 
the correct scientific connotation of the wort’s in the 
titles of these two books. I have had occasion to do 
considerable heading along psycho-analytic lines; and 
both'Freud and Jung use the terms ‘ Somnambulis- 
ntus’ and ‘ D&mmerzuslande ’ in an entirely different 
sense from our common use of the terms 'somnambu¬ 
lism ’ and ‘twilight sleep.' ‘ Somnambulismus,’ in the 
terminology of psychopathology and abnotmal psycho- 
'logy is employed in connection with ambivalence and 
dual personality: it designates the actions of the sub¬ 
merged, or subconscious, self in cases of aphasia, amnesia, 
and th(t like. It does not refer to one's walking in one’* 
sleep. For instance, in psychic hysteria where one*ioscs 
one’s memory and adopts a new personality, the subject 
is called a * Somnatnbule .' It is the same as what the 
newspapers commonly refer to as an 'amnesia victim.' 

He rose and went to a bookcase. After a few moments' 
search he took down several volumes. 

“Here we have, for example, an old monograph 
by Freud and Breuer, written in 1893 and entitled 
‘Ueber den psycliischen Mechanismus der hysterischen 
Phenomene.' If you care to take the trouble to read 
it, you will see that it is an exposi^cn of the application 
of the term ‘ Somnambulismus ' to certain temporary 
neurotic derangements. And here also is Freud’s 
' Traumdeutung,’ published in 1894, in which thiy. termin¬ 
ology is explained and amplified. In addition to these, I 
have here ' Nervose Angstzust&nde,' by Stekel, who, 
though he leads one of the most important schisms in 
the Freudian school, uses the same nomenclature in refer¬ 
ring to split personality.'' He laid the three books on the 
table before Vance. "You may take them along if 
you like. They may throw some light on (the quandary 
you are in.” * 

“ You are inclined to believe, then, that both Schwartz- 
wald and Brfigelmann refer to waking psychic states 
rather than the more common type of somnam¬ 
bulism ? ” 
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"Yes, I am inclined to that belief. I kno&r Schwarz 
wald was a former lecturer at the Psychopatischcs 
Institut, in constant contact with Freud and his teach¬ 
ings. But. as I told you, 1 am not fami^ar with either 
of the books.” 

"How would you account for the term 'hysteria' 
in both titles ? ” 

"Its presence there is in no way contradictory. 
Aphasia, amnesia, aphonia—and often anc*mia and 
apncea—are symptoms «of hysteria. And hysterical 
paralysis is quite common. There are many cases of 

g iralytics v*bo have been unable to move a muscle 
r years, as a result of sheer hysteria.” • 

"Ah, exactlyl” Vance picked up his glass and 
drained ft. "That' brings me to a rather unusual re¬ 
quest I desire to make.—As you know, the papers are 
waxing severe in their criticfcm of the police and the 
District Attorney’s office, and are accusing of negligence 
everyone connected with the investigation of the Greene 
case. Therefore Mr. Markham has decided that it might 
be advisable for him to possess a report of Mrs. Greene's 
physical condition which would carry the very highest 
expert authority. And I was going to suggest that, merely 
as a matter of formal routine, we get such a report from, 
let us say. Doctor Felix Oppcnheimer."* 

Von Blon did not speak for several minutes. He sat 
toying nervously wijh his glass, his eyes fixed with intent 
calculation on Vane? 

"It might bo well for you to have the report,” he 
acceded at last, "if only to dispel your own doubts 
on the subject.—No, I have no objection to the plan. 
I will be very glad to make the arrangements.” 

Vance rose. 

"That's very generous of you, doctor. But I must 
urge you to attend to it without delay.” « 

"I understand perfectly. I will get in touch with 
Doctor Oppenheimer in the morning and explain to 
him the official character of the situation. I’m sure he 
will expedite matters." 

* Doctor Felix Oppcnheimer was then the feeding authority on paralysis to 
America. He has mace returned to Germany, when he now hold* the Chair of 
neurology at the University at FreUmrx 
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When wL‘ were again in the taxicab Markham gave 
voice to his perplexity. 

" Von Blon strikes me as v a particularly able and 
trustworthy man. And yet he has obviously gone -woe¬ 
fully astray in regard to Mrs. Qrecne's illness. I fear 
he’s in for a shock when he hears what Oppenheimer 
has to say after 1 the examination." 

"Y^ know, Markham," said Vance sombrely, "I’ll 
feel infinitely bucked if \vc succeed in getting that report 
from OpjxHihcimer." * 

" Succeed I What do you mean ? " 

"Ton my word, I don't know what I mban. I only 
Know that there’s a black terrible intrigue of some 
kind going on at the Greene house. And we don’t yet 
know who's back of it. But it’s someone who's'watching 
us, wh$- knows every move wc make, and Its thwarting 
us at every turn," ' ° 


Chapter XX The Fourth Tragedy 

(Thursday, December 2nd; forenoon) 

The following day was one that will‘ever remain in 
my memory. Despite the fact that what happened 
had been foreseen by all of us, nevertheless when it 
actually came it left us as completely stunned as if 
it had liecn wholly uncxjiected. Indeed, the very horror 
that informed our anticipation tended to intensify the 
enormity of the event. 

The day broke dark and threatening. A damp chill 
was in the air; and the leaden skies clung close to the 
earth with suffocating menace. The weather was like a 
symbol of our gloomy spirits. 

Vance rose early, and, though he said little, I kncw = 
the case was preying on his mind. After breakfast he 
sat before the lire for over an hour sipping his coffee and 
smoking. Then he made an attempt to interest him¬ 
self in an old French edition of 'Till Ulcnspiegel," but, 
failing, took down volume seven of Osier’s "Modem 
Medicine” and turned to Buzzard’s article on myelitis. 
For an hour he read with despairing concentration. 
At last he returned the book to tho shelves. 
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At half past eleven Markham telephone* to inform 
ns that he was leaving the office immediately for the 
Greene mansion and would stop en route to pick us up. 
He refused to say more, and hung up } the receiver 
abruptly. 

It wanted ten minutes of being noon when he arrived; 
and his expression of griniwhscouragcmcfit told us more 
plainly than words that another tragedy had occurred. 
We had on our coats in readiness aud accompanied him 
at once to the car. • 

“And who is it this time ? ” asked Vance, as wc swung 
into Park AVtenuc. 

“Ada." Markham sjioko bitterly through his teeth.* 

“I was afraid of that, after wha< she told us yester¬ 
day.—With poison, 1 suppose.” 

" Yes—lho morphine.” 

“Still, it's an easier death tlfhn strychnine poisoning.” 

“She’s not dead, thank God! ” said Markham. “That 
■ is, she was still alive when lleath ’phoned.” 

“Heath? Was lie at the house?" 

“No. The nurse notified him at the Homicido 
Bureau, and he 'phoned me from there, lie’ll probably 
be at the Greenes' when wc arrive." 

“You say she isn’t dead?” 

“Drumni—he’s the official police surgeon Moran 
stationed in the Narcoss Plats—got there immediately, 
and had managed t^-kcep her alive up to the time the 
nurse 'phoned.” 

“Sproot’s signal worked all right, then?” 

“Apparently. Aud 1 want to say, Vance, that I'm 
dartmed grateful to you for that suggestion to have a 
doctor on hand.” 

When we arrived at the Greene mansion Heath, who 
bad been watching for us, opened the door. 

“She ain’t dead," he greeted us in a stage whisper;* 
and then drew us into the reception-room to explain 
his secretive *nanner. “Nobody in the house except 
Sproot and O’Brien knows about this poisoning yet. 
Sproot found her, and then pulled down all the front 
curtains in this room—which was the signal agreed 
on. When Doc Drumm hopped across Sproot was wait¬ 
ing with the door open, and took him upstairs without 
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anybody e«ing him. The doc sent for O'Brien, and 
after they'd worked on the girl for a while he told her to 
notify the Bureau. They’re (both up in the room now 
with the doorg locked.” 

"You did right in keeping the«thing quiet,” Markham 
told him. "If Ada recovers we can hush it up and 
perhaps leant, something froRi her." 

“ Teat's what I was flunking, sir. I told Sproot 
I’d wring his scrawny neck if he spilled anything to 
anybody.” 

“And,” added Vance, “he bowed politely and said 
‘Yes, sir.’" 

• “ You bet your life he did! ” 

"Where is the rest of the household at present?” 
Markham asked. 

“Mifs Sibclla’s in her room. She had ^breakfast in 
bed at half-past ten and' told the maid she was going 
back to sleep. The old lady’s also asleep. The maid 
and the cook are in the back of the house somewhere.” 

“Has Von Blon been here this morning?” put in 
Vance. 

*‘ Sure he’s been here—he comes regular. O’Brien said 
he called at ten, sat with the old lady at out an hour, and 
then went away.” 

“ And he hasn’t been notified about the morphine ? ” 

“ What’s the use ? Drumm’s a good doctor, and Von 
Blon might blab about it to Sibelk»,,or somebody.” 

“Quite right.” Vance nodded mis approval. 

We re-entered the hall and divested ourselves of our 
wraps. 

"While we’re waiting for Doctor Drumm,” said 
Markham, “we might as well find out what Sproot 
knows.” 

We went into the drawing-room, and Heath yanked 
tithe bell-cord. The old butler came directly and stood 
before us without the slightest trace of emotion. His 
imperturbability struck me as inhuman. v 

Markham beckoned him to came nearer. 

“ Now, Sproot, tell us exactly what took place.” . 

“ I was in the kitchen resting, sir—” the man’s voice 
was as wooden as usual—“and I was just looking at the 
dock and thinking I would resume my duties, when the 
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bell of Miss Ada's room rang. Each bell, 90a under¬ 
stand, sir-" 

"Never mind that! Vfcat time was it?" 

" It was exactly eleven o’clock. And, £S I snid, Miss 
Ada's bell rang. I went right upstairs and knocked on 
, her door; but, as there was no answer, I took the liberty 
of opening it and looking tato the room.* Miss Ada was 
lying on the bed; but it was not a natural attitude—if 
you understand what I mean. And then I Noticed a 
very peculiar thing, sir. • Miss Sibella's little dog was 
on the bed-" 

“ Was tlieffe a chair or stool by the bed ? " interrupted 
Vance. 

"Yes, sir, I believe there was. An ottoman.” 

“So tfle dog could have climbed on the bed un¬ 
assisted ? " 

" ©h, yes, sir." 

"Very good. Continue.” 

"Well, the dog was on the bed, and he looked like he 
was standing on his hind legs playing with the bell-cord. 
But the peculiar thing was that his hind legs were on 
Miss Ada’s face, and she didn’t seem to even notice it. 
Inwardly I was a bit startled; and I went to the bed and 
picked up the dog. Then I discovered that several 
threads of the silk tassel on the end of the cord had got 
caught between his teeth; and—would you believe it, 
sir ?—it w>s him wlw^tad really rung Miss Ada’s bell...." 

" Amazin',” murmured Vance. " What then, Sproot ? ” 

"I shook the young lady, although I had little hope of 
waking her after Miss Sibella’s dog had been trampling 
over her face without her knowing it. Then I came 
downstairs and drew the curtains in the reception-room 
as I had been instructed to do in case of an emergency. 
When the doctor arrived I showed him to Miss Ada's 
room.” 

" And that’s all you know ? ” 

"Everything, sir." 

"Thank you, Sproot.” Markham rose impatiently. 
"And now you might let Doctor Drumm know that we 
are here.” 

It was the nurse, however, who came to the drawing¬ 
room a few minutes later. She was a medium-sized, well* 
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built woman of thirty-five, with-shrewd brown eyes, a 
thin mouth, and a firm chin, and a general air of com¬ 
petency. She greeted Heath with a companionable wave 
of the hand jmd bowed to the rest of us with aloof 
formality. e 

"Doc Drumm can’t leave his patient just now,” she 
informed us,* suiting herselt* "So he sent me along. 
He’ll*l>c down presently.” 

"And 'what’s the report?” Markham was still stand¬ 
ing. 

“She’ll live, I guess. We’ve been giving her passive 
exercise and artificial breathing for half anliour, and the 
'doc hopes to have her walking Indore long.” 

Markham, his nervousness somewhat abated, sat down 
again. 

"Tcjl us all you can, Miss O’Brien. Vtes there any 
evidence as to how the poison was administered V 

"Nothing but an empty bouillon cup.” The woman 
was ill at ease. " I guess you’ll find remains of morphine 
in it, all right.” 

"Why do you think the drug was given by means of 
the bouillon?” 

She hesitated and shot Ileath an uneasy look. 

“It's this way. I always bring a cup of bouillon to 
Mrs. Greene a little before eleven in the morning; and if 
Miss Ada's around I bring two cups—that’s the old lady's 
orders. This morning t lie girl wag.in the room when I 
went down to the kitchen, so I brought up two cups. 
But Mrs. Greene was alone when 1 returned, so I gave 
the old lady hers and put the other cup in M : ss Ada's 
room on the tabic by the bed. Then I went into the hall 
to call her. She was downstairs—in the living-room, I 
guess. Anyhow, she came up right away, and, as I had 
some mending to do for Mrs. Greene, I went to my room 
■on the third floor. . . .” 

"Therefore,” interpolated Markham, “the bouillon 
was on Miss Ada’s table unprotected for t minute or so 
after you had left the room and before Miss Ada came 
up from the lower hall." 

" It wasn't over twenty seconds. And I was right out¬ 
side the door all the time. Furthermore, the door was 
open, and I'd have heard anyone in the room.” The 
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woman was obviously defending herscH desperately 
against the imputation of negligence inMarkham’s remark. • 

Vance put the next question. 

"Did you see anyone else in the hall besides Miss 
Ada ? '' . 

"No one except Doctor Von Dion. Ho was in the 
lower hall getting into his coat when i. ailed down.” 

" Did he leave the house at once ? ” 

" Why—yes." 

"You actually saw him pass through the door?” 

"No-o. But he was pulling on his coat, and he had 
said good-bye to Mrs. Greene and me. . . 

" When ? ” 

“Not two minutes before. 1 u met him coming out of 
Mrs. Greene's door just as I brought in the bouillon.” 

“And hfcss Sibclla’s dog—did you noliie it the hall 
ar^nvhere ? ” 

"No; it wasn't around when I was there.” 

Vance lay back drowsily in Ins chair, and Markham 
again took up tlic interrogation. 

"How long did you remain in your room, Miss O'Brien, 
after you hail called Miss Ada? ” 

“Until tho*butlcr came and told me that Doctor 
Drumm wanted me.” 

"And how much later would you say that was?” 

"About twenty minutes—maylnj a little longer.” 

Markham smoked pensively a while. 

"Yes,” ho commented at length; "it plainly appears 
that the morphine was somehow added to the bouillon.'^ . 
You'd better return to Doctor Drumm now, 

O'Bnen. We’ll wait here for him.” 

"Hell!” growled Heath, after the nurse had gone 
upstairs. "She’s the best woman for this sort of a job 
that we’ve got. And now she goes and falls down on it.” 

"I wouldn’t say she’d fallen down exactly, Sergeant/’ 
dissented Vance, his eyes fixed dreamily on the ceiling. 


“After all. ^he only stepped into the hall for a few 
seconds to summon 4he young lady to her matutinal 
broth. And if the morphine hadn't found its way into 
the bouillon this morning it would have done so to¬ 
morrow, or the day after, or some time in the future.,. 
-In fact, the propitious gods may actually have favoured^ 
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us this morning as they did the Grecian host before 
the walls of Troy." 

"They will have favoured n?.” observed Markham, 
"if Ada recovers and can tell us who visited her room 
before she drank the bouillon." 

The silence that ensued was terminated by the entrance 
of Doctor Drufum, a youthful earnest man with an 
aggressive bearing. He sank heavily into a (.hair and 
wiped his face with a large silk handkerchief. % 

"She's pulled through," he anrounced. “I happened 
to be standing by the window loolcing out—sheer chance 
•—when I saw the curtains go down—saw Jem before 
Hennessey* did. I grabbed up my bag ar.d the pulmotor, 
and was over here in a jiffy. The butler was waiting at 
the door, and took me upstairs. Queei crab, that butler. 
The girl was lying across the bed, and it didn^t take but 
one look*to see that 1 wasn’t dealing with strychnine. 
No spasms or sweating or risus sardonicus. you under¬ 
stand. Quiet and peaceful; shallow breathing; cyanosis. 
Morphine evidently. Then 1 looked at her pupils. Pin¬ 
points. No doubt now. So I sent for the nurse and got 
busy.” 

"A close call?” asked Markham. , 

"Close enough.” The doctor nodded importantly. 
"You can’t tell what would have happened if somelxxiy 
hadn’t got to her in a hurry. 1 figured slic’d got all six 
grains that were lost, and gave her agocxl stiff hypo of 
atropine—a fiftieth. It reacted like a shot. Then I 
(trashed her stomach out with potassium permanganate. 
(After that I gave her artificial respiration—she didn't 
seem to need it, but I wasn’t taking any chances. Then 
the nurse and 1 got busy exercising her arms and legs, 
trying to keep her awake. Tough work, that. Hope I 
don't get pneumonia sweating there with the windows 
a^l open. . . . Well, so it went. Her breathing kept 
getting better, and I gave her another hundredth of 
atropine for good measure. At last I managed to get 
her on her feet. The nurse is walking her up and down 
now.” He mopped his face again with a triumphant 
flourish of the handkerchief. 


• Hennessey was the detective statkned In the Narooas Flat* to watch tbs 
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"We're greatly indebted to you, doctor," said Mark¬ 
ham. “It’s quite possible you have been the means of 
solving this case. When will we be able to question 
your patient?’’ * 

“ She’ll be loggy* and nauseated all day—kind of 
general collapse, you understand, witli^painful breathing, 
drowsiness, headache, and that sort bf thingj—no fit 
condition to answer questions. But to-morjjpw morning 
you’ll Be able to talk tq her as much as you like." 

“That will be satisfactory. And what of the bouillon 
cup the nyrse mentioned?" 

"It tasted bitter—morphine, all right.” • 

As Drumm finished speaking Sproot passed down the 
hall to the froat iloor. A moment later Von Blon paused 
at the archway and looked into the drawing-room. The 
strained silence which followed the exchange o* greetings 
CcPbsed him to study us with growing alarm. 

“Has anything happened?” he finally asked. 

It was Vance who rose and, with quick decision, 
assumed the r61e of sjjokesman. 

“Yes, doctor. Ada has been poisoned with morphine. 
Doctor Drumm here happened to be in the Narcoss Flats 
opposite and was called in.” 

“And Sibclla—is she all right?" Von Blon spoke 
excitedly. 

“Oh, quite." 

A reLjvcd sigTh escaped him, and he sank into a 
chair. A 

“Tell me about it. When was the—the murder dis« 
covered ?" * 

Drumm was about to correct him when Vance said 
quickly: 

“Immediately after you left the house this morning 
The poison was administered in the bouillon the nurse 
brought from the kitchen." * ‘ 

“But . . . how could that be?” Von Blon appeared 
unbelieving “I waa just going when she brought tho 
bouillon. I saw her enter with it. How could the 
poison-?" 

“ That reminds me, doctor.” Vance’s tone was almost 
dulcet. "Did you, by any hap, go upstairs again aacr 
you had donned your coat ? ” 
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Von Blon lfcoked at him with outraged astonishment. 

"Certainly not! I left the house immediately." 

"That would have been just alter the nurse called 
down to Ada." ■» 

"Why—yes. I believe the nursf did call down; and 
Ada went upstairs at once—if I recall correctly.” 

Vance smoked h moment, hi!, gaze resting curiously 
on the doctor’s troubled face. 

" I would c suggest, without any intention of being im¬ 
pertinent, that your present visit' follows rather closely 
upon your former one." 

Von Blon's face clouded over, but I failed’ to detect 
any resentmeut. in his expression. 

“Quite true,” lie rejoined, and shifted his eyes. "The 
fact is, sir, that ever since those drugs disappeared from 
my case jjve felt that something tragic was impending, 
and that I was in some way to blame. Whenever I'mvn 
this neighbourhood I can’t resist the impulse to call here 
and—and see how 1 lungs arc going.” 

"Your anxiety is wholly understandable.” Vance’s 
tone was non-committal. Then he added negligently: 
“1 suppose you will have no objection to Doctor l)ramin 
continuing with Ada’s case.” 

"Continuing?” Von Blon brought himself up straight 
in his chair. " I don’t understand. You said a moment 
ago-” 

“That Ada had been poisoned,'V finished Vance. 
"Quite. But d’ye see, she didn’t die.” 

The other looked dumbfounded. 

*’ Thank God for that! ” lie exclaimed, rising nervously 

“And,” added Markham, "we arc making no mention 
whatever of the episode. You will, therefore, be guided 
by our decision.” 

"Of course.—And is it permitted that I see Ada?” 

•Markham hesitated, and Vance answered: 

“If you care to—certain]}'.” He turned to Drumm. 
“Will you be so good as to accompany doctor Von 
Blon ? ” * 

Drumm and Von Blon left the room together. 

" I don't wonder he’s on edge,” commented Markham. 
"It’s not pleasant to learn of people being poisoned with 
drugs lost through one’s own carelessness.” 
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" He wasn't worrying as much over Ada as f tie was over 
Sibella,” remarked Heath. 

“Observin' fella 1" smiled Vance. “No, Sergeant; 
Ada's demise apparently bothered bim rt far less than 
Sibella’s possible stat% of health. . . . Now, I wonder 
, what that means. It’s an inveiglin’point. But—dash 
it all—it everts my pet tHeory.’* • * 

“ So you have a theory.'' Mavkluim spoke rebulAngly. 

“Oh, a«y numlier of ’em. And, I might adfl, they’re 
all pets." Vance’s lightness of tone meant merely that 
he was not ready to outline his suspicions; and Markham 
did not push*tlie matter. 

“We won't need any theories,’’ declared Heath, ’ altcf 
we’ve heard what Ada’s got to tell us. As soon as site 
talks to us to-morrow we’ll bo able to figure out who 
poisoned he A" 

“4’crhaps,” murmured Vaifte. 

Drumm returned alone a few minutes later. 

“Doctor Von Blon has stepped into the itlicr girl’s 
room. Said he'd be down right away.” 

“What did he have to say about your patient?” 
asked Vance. 

“Nothing much. She put new energy into her walking 
the minute she saw him, though. Smiled at him, too, by 
Jove! A good sign that. She'll come through fast. 
Lot of resistance in licr.” 

Drumm had liawily ceased speaking when we heard 
Sibella’s door close and the sound of descending loot- 
steps on the stairs. 

“By *>ie by, doctor,” said Vance to Von Blon as the 
latter re-entered the drawing-room, “have you seta 
Oopenhcimer yet ? ” 

’“I saw him at eleven. The fact is, I went direct to 
him after leaving here this morning. lie has agreed to 
make an examination to-morrow at ten o’clock.” • 

“And was Mrs. Greene agreeable ? ” 

“Oh, yes. «I spoke to her about it this morning; and 
she made no objection Whatever.” 

A short while later we took our departure. Von Elen 
accompanied us to the gate, and we saw him drive off in 
his car. 

“We’ll know more by this time to-morrow, I hope,'* 
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said Markham <©n the way down -LUYVU. XTC Wcta UI1- 
wontedly depressed, and his eyes were greatly troubled. 
“You know, Vance, I'm almost appalled by the thought 
of what Oppcnheimer’s report may be." 

No report was ever made by* Doctor Oppenheimer, 
however. At some time between one and two the next« 
morning Mrs* Greene died in‘convulsions as a result of 
strycnniq^ poisoning. 

Chapter XXI A Depleted^Hottseiold 

(Friday, December yd; forenoon) 

• / 

Markham brought us the news of Mrs. Greene’s death 
before fen o'clock the nc^ morning. The \ragedy had 
not been discovered until nine, when the nurse brought 
up her patient’s morning tea. Heath had notified Mark¬ 
ham, and Markham had stopped on his way to the Greene 
mansion to apprise Vance of the new development. 
Vance and I had already breakfasted, and we accom¬ 
panied him to the house. 

“This knocks out our only prop,* Markham said 
despondently, as we sped up Madison Avenue. “The 
possibility that the old lady was guilty was frightful to 
contemplate; though all along I've been trying to console 
myself with the thought that she waslnsane. Now, how¬ 
ever, I almost wish our suspicions had proved true, for 
the possibilities that are left seem even more terrible. 
We’re dealing now with a cold-blooded, calculating 
rationality." 

Vance nodded. 

"Yes, we’re confronted with something far worse than 
map jjBa, I can’t say, though, that I’m deeply shocked by 
^drs. vlreene’s death. She was a detestable woman, 
Markham—a most detestable woman. The world will 
not bemoan her loss." 

Vance's comment expressed Exactly the sentiment 
I had felt when Markham informed us of Mis. Greene’s 
death. The news had of course shaken me, but I had no 
pity for the victim. She had been vicious and unnatural; 
she had thrived on hatred, and had made life a hell for 
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everyone about tier. It was better that by existence 
was over. 

Both Heath and Drumjp were waiting for us in the 
drawing-room. Excitement and depression were mingled 
in the Sergeant's countenance, and the desperation of 
despair shone in his c®na-blue eyes. Drum:n revealed 
•only a look of profession disappointment: his chief 
concern apparently was that he had been deprived an 
opportunity to display his medical skill. 

Heath,'after shaking hands absently, briefly explained 
the situation. 

"O'Brien found the old dame dead at nine this morn¬ 
ing, and told Sproot to wigwag to Doc Drumm. Then, 
she ’phoned the Bureau, and I notified you and Doc 
Doremus.. I got here fifteen or twenty minutes ago, and 
locked up thj room." 

"Did you inform Von Bloi*?” Markham asked. 

"T 'phoned him to call off the examination he’d ar¬ 
ranged for ten o’clock. Said I’d communicate with him 
later, and hung up before he had time to ask any ques¬ 
tions.” 

Markham indicated his approval and turned towards 
Drumm. „ 

"Give us your story, doctor.” 

Drumm drew himself .up, cleared his throat, and 
assumed an attitude calculated to be impressive. 

“I was downstajjs in the Narccss diuing-room eating 
breakfast Hvhen Henncsey came in and told me the cur¬ 
tains had gone down in the reception-room here. So I 
snatched my outfit and came over on the run. The 
butler tdok me to the old lady’s room, where the nurse 
was waiting. But right away I saw I was too late to be 
of any good. She was dead—contorted, blue and cold— 
and rigor mortis had setin. Died of abig dose of strychnine. 
Probably didn't suffer mfcch—exhaustion and coDggjijjame 
inside of half an hour, I'd say. Too old, you understand," 
to throw it ofL Old people succumb to strychnine pretty 
swiftly. . . . , 

"What about her ability to cry out and give the 
alarm?” 

"You can’t telL The spasm may have rendered her 
mute. Anyway, no one heard her. Probably passed 
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into unconsciousness after the first seizure. My ex¬ 
perience with such cases has taught me—" 

• "What time would you say the strychnine was taken ? ” 
" Well, now. you can’t tell exactly." Drumm became 
oracular. "The convulsions may have been prolonged 
before death supervened, or death may have super¬ 
vened very shortly after the poison was swallowed." ' 
" At what hour, then, would you fix the time of death ? " 
"Ther^ again you can’t say definitely, profusion 
between rigor mortis and the phenomenon of cadaveric 
spasm is a pitfall into which many doctors fall. There 

are, however, distinct points of dissimilarity-" 

• "No doubt." Markham was growing impatient with 
Drumm’s sophomoric pedantries. "Hut leaving all ex¬ 
planation to one side, what time *do you think Mrs. 
Greene died ? ” 

Drurflm pondered the paint. 

“Roughly, let us say, at two this morning. 

"And the strychnine might have been taken as early 
as eleven or twelve?” 

"It’s possible." 

"Anyhow, we’ll know aliout it when Doc Doremus 
gets here,” asserted Ilc-ath with brutal frankucss. Ho 
was in vicious mood that morning. 

"Did you find any glass cr cup by which the drug 
might have been administered, doctor?" Markham 
hastened to ask, by way of covering i’p Heath’s remark 
“There was a glass near the bed with what appeared 
to be sulphate crystals adhering to the sides of it." 

"llut wouldn’t a fatal dose of strychnine make a 
ordin'ry drink noticeably bitter? " Vance had suddenly 
become alert. 


"Undoubtedly. Hut there was a bottle of citrocar- 
Ixroate—a well-known antacid—on the night-table; and 
^f the drug hud been taken with this, the taste would not 
have been detected. Citrocarbonate is slightly saline 
and highly effervescing." # 

"Could Mrs. Greene have taken the citrocarbonate 
alone ?" 

"It’s not likely. It has to be carefully mixed with 
water, and the operation would be highly awkward for 
anyone in bed." 
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"Now, that’s most interestin'." VaAce listlessly 
lighted a cigarette. “We may presume, therefore, that 
the person who gave Mr* Greene the citrocarbonate also 
administered the strychnine." He turned to Markham. 
“I think Miss O’Briqji might be able to help us." 

Heath went at once and summoned the nurse. 

But her evidence wa 9 unilluminatiitg She had left 
Mrs. Greene reading about eleven o’clock, had gone to. 
her own room to make her toilet for the nigflt, and had 
returned to Ada's roomTialf an hour later, where she had 
slept all night, according to Heath's instructions. She 
had risen a* eight, dressed, and gone to the kitchen to 
fetch Mrs. Greene's tea. As far as she knew, Mrs. Grocifo 
had drunk nothing before retiring—certainly she had 
tjeen nb citrocarlxmate up lo eleven o’clock. Further¬ 
more, Mrs*Greene never attempted to t;ike it alone. 

• You think, then," askeef Vance, “that it was given 
to her by someone else?” 

“You can bank on it," the nurse assured him bluntly. 
“ If she’d wanted it, she'd have raised the house befoto 
mixing it herself.” 

“It’s quite obvious,” Vance observed to Markham, 
“that someone entered her room after eleven o'clock 
and prepared the citrocarbonate." 

Markham got up and walked anxiously about the 
room. 

“Our immediate problem boils down to finding out 
who had the opportunity to do it,” he said. “ You, Miss 
O’Brien, may return to her room. . . Then he wont 
to the bell-cord and rang for Sproot. 

During a brief interrogation of the butler the following 
facts were brought out: 

The house had been locked up, and Sproot had retired, at 
about half-past ten. » 

Sibella had gone to her room immediately after dinner 
and had remained there. 

Hemming and the copk had lingered In tlic kitchen until 
shortly after eleven, at which time Sproot had heard them 
ascend to their rooms. 

The first intimation Sproot had of Mrs, Greene’s death was 
when the nurse sent him to draw the reception-room shades 
at nine that morning. 
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Markham 'dismissed him and sent for the cook. She 
was, it appeared, unaware of Mrs. Greene's death and of 
Ada's poisoning as well; and ♦hat evidence she had to 
give was of no importance. She had, she said, been in 
the kitchen or in her own room practically all of the pre¬ 
ceding day. 

Hemming wis'interviewed ntxt. From the nature of 
the questions put to her she became suspicious almost at 
once. Her piercing eyes narroyed, and she gave us a 
look of shrewd triumph. 

“You can’t hoodwink me,” she burst ^out. "The 
ford’s been busy with His besom again. And a good 
thing, too! ' The Lord preserveth all them that love Him: 
but all the wicked shall He destroy.’” 

“‘Will,’” corrected Vance. "And seeing that you 
have be<*a so tenderly preserved, perhaps we had better 
inform you that both Miss Ada and Mrs. Greene have 
been poisoned.” 

He was watching the woman closely, but it took no 
scrutiny to sec her cheeks go pale and her jaw sag. The 
Lord had evidently been too precipitously devastating 
even for this devout disciple; and her faith was insuffi¬ 
cient to counteract her fear. 

"I’m going to leave this house,” she declared faintly. 
"I’ve seen enough to bear witness for the Lord," 

“An excellent idea,” nodded Vance. “ And the sooner 
you go the more time you’ll have tfi give apocryphal 
testimony.’’ 

Hemming rose, a bit dazed, and started for the arch¬ 
way. Then she quickly turned back and glared a‘. Mark¬ 
ham maliciously. 

“But let me tell you something before I pass from the 
den of iniquity. That Miss Sibella is the worst of the lot, 
and the Lord is going to strike her down next—mark my 
frords! There’s no use to try and save her. She’s— 
doomed /” 

Vance lifted his eyebrows languidly. *' 

"I say Hemming, what unri|hteousness has Miss 
Sibella been up to now ? " 

"The usual thing." The woman spoke with relish. 
"She’s nothing but a hussy, if you ask 1 me. Her carry¬ 
ings-on with this Doctor Von Blon have been scandalous. 
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They’re together, as thick as thieves, at all hours.” She 
nodded her head significantly. " He came here again last 
night and went to her room. There’s no telling what time 
he left." 

“Fancy that, now. And how do you Happen to know 
about it?" * 

“ Didn't I let him in ? *4 • „ 

“ Oh, you did ? What time was thic ? And where was - 

was eating his dinner, and I’d gone to the 
front door to take a look at the weather when the doctor 
walks up. * Howdy-do, Hemming?' he says with his 
oily Bmile. And he brushes past me, nervouslike, and 
goes straight to Miss Sibclla’s room." 

“Perhaps Miss Sibella was indisposed, and sent for 
him," suggested Vance indifferently. 

“Huh!" Hemming tossed*hcr head contemptuously, 
ana strode from the room. 

Vance rose at once and rang again for Sproot. 

“Did you know Doctor Von Blon was here last night ?” 
he asked when the butler appeared. 

The man shook his head. 

“No, sir. I was quite unaware of the fact." 

“ That’s all, Sproot. And now please tell Miss Sibella 
we’d like to see her." • 

“Yes. sir." 

It was fifteen minutes before Sibella put in an appear¬ 
ance. 

“I’m beastly lazy these days,” she explained, settling 
herself ^n a large chair. “What’s the party for this 
morning ? ” 

Vance offered her a cigarette with an air half quizzical 
and half deferential. 

“Before we explain our presence,” he said, "please be 
good enough to tell us what time Doctor Von Blon lef$k 
here last night ? ” 

“At a quarter of eleven," she answered, a hostile chal¬ 
lenge coming into her ayes. 

“ Thank you. And now I may tell you that both your 
mother and Ada have been poisoned." 

“Mother and Ada poisoned ?" She echoed the words 
vaguely, as if they were only half intelligible to her; and 


Sproot?” 

“Mr. Sproot 
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for several foments she sat motionless, staring stonily 
out of flintlike eyes. Slowly her gaze became fixed on 
Markham. 

"I think I’ll.take your advice,” she said. "I have a 
girl chum in Atlantic City. . . . This place is really 
becoming too—too creepy.” She forced a faint smile. 
"I’m off for tkv'seasliorc this Wtemoon.” For the first 
time the girl’s nerve seemed to have deserted her. 

“Your decision is very wise,” observed V.-ince. "Go, 
by all means; and arrange to stay until we have settled 
this affair.” 

She looked at him in a spirit of indulgent'Irony. 

' "I’m afraid I can’t stay so long," she said; then 
added: "I suppose mother and Ada arc both dead.” 

"Only your mother," Vance told Ler. "‘Ada re¬ 
covered.'/ * 

"She would!” Every curve of her features expressed 
a fine arrogant contempt. "Common clay h;is great 
resistance. I’ve heard. You know, I’m the only one 
standing between her and the Greene millions now.” 

"Your sister bad a very close call,” Markham repri¬ 
manded her. "If we had not had a doctor on guard, 
you might now be the sole remaining heir to those 
millions.” 

"And that would look frightfully suspicious, wouldn’t 
it?” Her question was disconcertingly frank. "But 
you may rest assured that if I had planned this affair, 
little Ada would not have recovered.” 

Before Markham could answer she switched herself 
out of the chair. 

" Now I'm going to pack. Enough is enough.” 

When she had left the room, Heath looked with doubt¬ 
ful inquisitiveness at Markham. 

"What about it, sit? Are you going to let her leave 
the city? She’s the only one of the Greenes who hasn’t 
been touched.” 

Wc knew what he meant; and this spoken suggestion 
of the thought that had been passing through all our 
minds left us silent for a moment. 

"We can't take the chance of forcing her to stay 
here,” Markham returned finally. “If anything should 
happen. , , ” 
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"I get you, sit.” Heath was on his feet.* "But I'm 
going to see that she’s tailed—believe me 1 I’ll get two 
good men up here who'll ftick to her from the time she 
goes out that front door till we know wh<jre we stand.” 
He went into the hall, gnd we heard him giving orders to 
# Snitkin over the telephone. 

Five minutes later Docfbr Dorcmus afrwed. fe .vas 
no longer jaunty, and his greeting was almost sofhbre. 
Accompaaied by Drumm and Heath he went Sx once to 
Mrs. Greene’s room, while Markham and Vance and I 
waited downstairs. When he returned at the cud of 
fifteen minutes he was markedly subdued, and 1 noticed 
he did not put on his hat at its usual rakish angle. * 
“What's the report?” Markham asked him. 

"Same'as Dr mime's. The old girl passed out. I’d say, 
between one^ind two.” # 

“And the strychnine was trfken when ? 

"Midnight, or thereabouts. But that’s only a guess. 
Anyway, she got it along with the citrocarbonate. I 
lasted it on the glass.”* 

"By the by, doctor,” said Vance, “when you do tho 
autopsy can >ou let us have a report on tho state of 
atrophy of the leg muscles?” 

“Sure thing." Dorcmus was somewhat surprised by 
the request. * 

When he had gone, Markham addressed himself to 
Drumm. # • . 

"We'd Tike to talk to Ada now. IJow is sho this 
morning ? ” 

"Oh, fine!” T*rumm spoke with pride. "I saw her 
right after I’d looked at the old lady. She’s weak and a 
bit dried up with all the atropine I gave her, but otherwise 
practically normal.” 

"And she has not been told of her mother's death ? ” 
"Not a word.” * 

"She will have to know,” interposed Vance; "and 
theTe’s no poiM in keeping the fact from her any longer. 
It’s just as well that tli% shock should come wheu we’re 
all present.” 

• It wRl be remembered that in the famous Molinrox poisoning caso the 
cyanide of mercury was administered by way of a similar drug—to wit. Brotiio* 
BeJUcr. 
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Ada wasfeitting by the window when we came in, her 
elbows on the sill, chin in hands, gazing out into the snow- 
covered yard. She was startled by our entry, and the 
pupils of her eyes dilated, as if with sudden fright. It 
was plain that the experiences she had been through had 
created in her a state of nervous tear. ( 

After a bri«f Exchange of adlenities, during which both 
Vandb and Markham strove to allay her nervousness, 
Markham broached the subject of the bouillon* 

• "We’d give a great deal." he said, "not to have to 
recall so painful an episode, but much depends on what 
'■you can tell us regarding yesterday morning. You were 
in the drawing-room, weren't you, when the nurse called 
down to you ?" 

The girl’s lips and tougue were dry, and she £jx>ke with 
some djjfficulty. * 

"Yes. Mother had askfed me to bring her a copj^of a 
magazine, and I had just gone downstairs to look for 
it when the nurse called." 

"You saw the nurse when you came upstairs? " 

“Yes; she was just going towards the servants’ stair¬ 
way.” 

" There was no one in your room when you entered ?" 

She shook her head. "Who could have been 
there ?" • 

"That's what we’re trying to find out. Miss Greene.” 
replied Markham gravely. ’ 1 Someone certainly put the 
drug in your bouillon." 

She shuddered, but made no reply. 

"Did anyone come in while you were there3” Mark¬ 
ham continued. 

" Not a soul." 

Heath impatiently projected himself into the interro¬ 
gation. 

"And say; did you drink your soup right away?” 

"No—not right away. I felt a little chilly, and I went 
across the hall to Julia's room to get an olcfcSpanish shawl 
to put round me." 

Heath made a disgusted face, and sighed noisily. 

"Every time we get going on this case,” he com¬ 
plained, "something comes along and sinks us. If Miss 
Ada left the soup in here, Mr. Markham, while she went 
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to get the shawl, then almost anybody coukkfsneaked in 
and poisoned the stuff." 

"I'm so sorry,” Ada apologized, almost as though 
she had taken Heath's words as a criticism oi her 
actions. # 

# " It’s not your fault, Ada," Vance assured her. "The 
Sergeant is unduly depresSed. But tell !m this: When 
you went into the hall did you see Miss Sibella’s dog^ny- 
whcre around ? " t 

She shook her head wonderingly. 

"Why, no. What has Sibella's dog to do with it?” 

" He probably saved your life." And Vance explained 
to her how Sproot had happened to find her. ‘ " 

She gave a lialf-breathless murmur of amazement and 
incredulity, and fell into abstracted reverie. 

“When ydu returned from your sister’s roqpi, did 
you dirink your bouilloh at dhee?” Vance asked her 
next. 

With difficulty she brought her mind back to the 
question. 

" Yes." 

" And didn’t you notice a peculiar taste ? ” 

"Not particulsfliy. Mother always likes a lot of salt 
in her bouillon." 

" And then what happened ?" 

" Nothing happened. Only, I began to feel funny. The 
back of mv neck tightened up, and I got very warm and 
drowsy. My skin tingled all over, and my arms and legs 
seemed to get numb. 1 was terribly sleepy, and I lay 
back on the bed. That’s all I remember.” 

"Another washout,” grumbled Heath. 

There was a short silence, and Vance drew his chair 
nearer. 

"Now, Ada,” he said, "you must brace yourself for 
more bad news. . . . Your mother died during the* 
night." 

The girl sat wiotionless for a moment, and then turned 
to him eyes of a despaiitng clearness. 

" Died ? " she repeated. " How did she die ? ” 

"She was poisoned—she took an overdose of strych¬ 
nine." 

"You mean . . . she committed suicide?** 
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This qu<£y startled us all. It.expressed a possibility 
that had not occurred to us. After a momentary hesita¬ 
tion, however, Vance slowly Shook his head. 

"No, I hardly think so. I’m afraid the person who 
poisoned you also poisoned your^mothcr.” 

Vance’s reply seemed to stun her. Her face grew pale, # 
and her eycs»wcre set in a g&ssy stare of terror. Then 
presently she sighed deeply, as if from a kind of mental 
depletion. i 

"Oh, what’s going to happen next?. . . . I'm— 
afraid I” 

"Nothing more is going to happen,” said Vance with 
'emphasis. "Nothing more can happen. You are going 
to be guarded every minute. And Silx'lla is going this 
afternoon to Atlantic City for a long visit.” 

"I vyish I could go away,” she breathed pathetically. 

"There will be no nc&l of that,” put in Markjiam. 
"You’ll be safer in New York. We are going to keep tho 
nurse here to look after you, and also pul a man in the 
house day and night until everything is straightened out. 
Hemming is leaving to-day, but Sproot and the cook will 
take care of you.” He rose and patted her shoulder com¬ 
fortingly. " There’s no possible way nnyone can harm 
you now.” 

As we descended into the lower hall Sproot was just 
admitting Doctor Von lilon. 

"Good God!” he exclaimed, hafltening upwards us. 

" Sibclla just 'phoned me about Mrs. Greene.” He looked 
truculently at Markham, his suavity for the moment 
forgotten. "Why wasn’t I informed, sir?” 

"I saw no necessity of bothering you, doctor,” Mark¬ 
ham returned equably. "Mrs. Greene had been dead 
several hours when she was found. And we had our own 
doctor at hand.” 

A quick flame leaped in Von Blon's eyes. 

"And am 1 to be forcibly kept from seeing Sibella?” 
he asked coldly. "She tells me she is having the city 
to-day, and has asked me to Assist with her arrange¬ 
ments.” 

Markham stepped aside. 

" You are free, doctor, to do whatever you desire,” he 
said, a perceptible chill in his voice. 
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Von Blon bowed stiffly, and went up the stairs, 

"He's sore,” grinned Heath, 

"No, Sergeant," Vance*corrected. “He's worried— 
oh, deuced worried." 

Shortly after noon tlyit day Hemming departed forever 
from the Greene mansion; and Siltella took the three- 
fi f t.een o’clock train for Alan tic City. the original 

household, only Ada and Sproot and Mrs. Mannheimftirero 
left. However, Heath ggtve orders for Miss CVBrien to 
remain on duty indefinitely and keep an eye on every¬ 
thing that happened; and, in addition to this protection, 
a detective was stationed in the house to augment the, 
nurse’s watch. 


Chapter XXII The Shadowy ^Figure 

(Friday, Deem, bey 3 rj ; 6 p.in.) 

At six o’clock that evening Markham called another 
informal conference at the Stuyvesant Club. Not only 
were Inspector Moran and Ileath present, but Chief 
Inspector O'Brien* dropped in ou his way homo from the 
office. 

The afternoon papers had been merciless in their 
criticism of the police for its unsuccessful handling of the 
investigation. Mafkham, after consulting with Heath 
and Doremus, had explained the death of Mrs. Greene to 
the reporters as “the result of an overdose of strychnine 
■—a stimulant she had l>een taking regularly under her 
physician’s orders.” Swacker had typed copies of the 
item so there would be no mistake as to its exact wording; 
and the announcement ended by saying: “There is no 
evidence vo show that the drug was not self-administered 
as the result of error.” But although the reporters com-* 
posed tfceir news stories in strict accord with Markham's 
report, they iatcrpolated subtle intimations of deliberate 
murder, so that the reafcr was left with little doubt as to 
the true state of affairs. The unsuccessful attempt to 

* Chief Inspector O’Brien, who was In command of the entire Police Depart* 
Bent, was, I learned later, on uncle of the Miss O’Brieu who was acting ofhuallr 
■s nurse at the Gnene mansion. 
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poison Ada^had been kept a strict official secret. But 
this suppressed item had not been needed to inflame the 
public’s morbid imagination t'o an almost unprecedented 
degree. a 

Both Markham and Heath had begun to show the 
strain of their futile efforts to solve the affair; and one 
glance at Inspector Moran, as he sank heavily into a 
chair-beside the District Attorney, was enough to make 
one realize that a corroding worry had undermined his 
habitual equanimity. Even Vance revealed signs of 
tensity and uneasiness; but with him it was an eager 
alertness, rather than worry, that marked any deviation 
iron! normality in his attitude. 

As soon as we were assembled that evening Heath 
briefly epitomized the case. He went over the various 
lines of .investigation, and enumerated the'precautions 
that had been taken. When he had finished, and before 
anyone could make a comment, he turned to Chief 
Inspector O’Brien and said: 

"There’s plenty of things, sir, we might’ve done in 
any ordinary case. We could’ve searched the house for 
the gun and the poison like the narcotic squax^ goes 
through a single room or small apartmcift—punching the 
mattresses, tearing up the carpets, and sounding the 
woodwork—but in the Greene house it would’ve taken a 
coupla months. And even if we’d found the stuff, what 
good would it have done us? The*gny tha + ’s tearing 
things wide open in that dump isn’t going to stop just 
because we take his dinky thirty-two away from him, or 
grab his poison. After Chester or Rex was -hot we 
could’ve arrested all the rest of the family and put ’em 
through a third degree. But there’s too much noise in the 
papers now every time we give anybody the works; and it 
ain’t exactly healthy for us to grill a family like the 
Greenes. They've got too much money and pull; they'd 
have had a whole battalion of high-class lawyers smearing 
us with suits and injunctions and God kno\V% what. And 
if we’d just held ’em as material*witnesses, they’d have 
got out in forty-eight hours on kabeas-corpus actions. 
Then, again, we might've planted a bunch of huskies in 
the house. But we couldn’t keep a garrison there in¬ 
definitely, and the minute they'd have been called off, the 
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dirty work would’ve begun. Believe me, or, 

we’ve been up against it good and plenty." 

O’Brien grunted and tugged at his white cropped 
moustache. 

"What the Sergeant says is perfectly true," Moran 
remarked. "Most of tb8 ordinary methods of action and 
•investigation have been denied us. WVre obviously 
dealing with an inside family affair.” t 

"Moreover,’’ added Vance, "we’re dealing Vith an 
extr’ordin'rily clever pldt—something that has been 
thought out and planned down to the minutest detail, 
and elaborately covered up at every point. Everything 
has been staked—even life itself—on the outcome. Only 
a supreme hatred and an exalted hope could have inspired 
the crime?. And against such attributes, d'ye see, the 
ordin’ry means of prevention are utterly useless.” 

"A family affair I" repeated O’Brien heavily, who 
apparently was still pondering over Inspector Moran’s 
statement. “It don't look to me as though there’s much 
of the family left. I'd say, on the evidence, that some 
outsider was trying to wipe the family out.” He gave 
Heath a glowering look. "What have you done about 
the servants? Yqp’rc not scared to monkey with them, 
are you ? You could have arrested one of ’em a long time 
ago and stopped the yapping of the newspapers for a 
time, anyway.” 

Markham came immediately to Heath's defence. 

"I'm wHblly responsible for any seeming negligence 
on the Sergeant’s part in that regard,” he said with a 
noticeably accent of cold reproach. "As long as I have 
anything to say about this case no arrests are going to 
be made for the mere purpose of quieting unpleasant 
criticism.” Then his manner relaxed slightly. “There 
isn’t the remotest indication of guilt in connection with 
any of the servants. The maid Hemming is a harmless 
fanatic, and is quite incapable mentally of having planned 
the murders.% I permitted her to leave the Greenes’ 
to-day. . . 

"We know where to find her. Inspector," Heath 
hastened to add by way of forestalling the other's 
inevitable question. 

"As to the cook," Markham went on; "she, too, is 
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■wholly ouiside of any serious consideration. She’s tem¬ 
peramentally unfitted to be cast in the rOle of murderer.”. 

“And what about the butler?" asked O'Brien 
acrimoniously. 

"He's bc£n with the family thirty years, and was 
rven remembered liberally in Tooias Greene’s will. He’Sy 
a bit queer,, but I think if ne had had any reason for 
destroying the Greenes he wouldn’t have awaited till 
old age f came on him.” Markham looked troubled for a 
moment. "I must admit, ‘‘however, that there’s an 
atmosphere of mysterious reserve about the old fellow. 
He always gives me the impression of kno’wing far more 
than he admits.” 

"What you say, Markham, is true enough," remarked 
Vance. "But Sproot certainly doesn’t fit this particular 
saturnalia of crime. lie reasons too carefully; there’s an 
immense cautiousness about the man, and his pjcnt.il 
outlook is highly conservative. He might stab an enemy 
if there was no remote chance of detection. But he lacks 
the courage and the imaginative resiliency that have 
made possible this present gory debauch. He’s too old— 
much too old. .. . By Jove I ” 

Vance leaned over and tapped the table with an 
incisive gesture. 

"That’s the thing that’s I'con evading me! Vitality 1 
That’s what is the bottom of this business—a 
tremendous, clastic, self-confident vitality: a supreme 
ruth'lessness mingled with audacity and impudence—an 
intrepid and reckless egoism—an undaunted belief in 
one’s own ability. And they’re not the components of 
age. There’s youth in all this—youth with its ambition 
and venturcsomeness—that doesn’t count the cost, that 
takes no thought of risk. . . . No. Sproot could never 
qualify.” 

Moran shifted his chair uneasily, and turned to Heath. 

“ Whom did you send to Atlantic City to watch Sibella ? ” 

"Guilfoyle and Mallory—the two bcut men we’ve 
got.”* The Sergeant smiled wi<h a kind of cruel satis¬ 
faction. “She won’t get away. And she won’t pull 
anything, either.” 

• ( | 

• I recalled that Guilfoyle and MaHoir were the two mes who had been ael 
to watch Tony Skcel In the Canary murder case. 
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"And have you extended your attention fb Doctoi 
Von Blon, by any chance ? " negligently asked Vance. 

Again Heath's canny smilS appeared. 

"He's been tailed ever since Rex was shot,” 

Vance regarded him admiringly, 

• "I'm becoming positivclvfond of you, Sergeant,” he 
said; and beneath his chafing note was the ring of 
sincerity. 

O'Brien leaned ponderously over tlic tabic and' brush¬ 
ing the ashes from his cigar, fixed a sullen look on the 
District Attorney. 

"What was this story you gave out to the papers, Mr. 
Markham? You seemed to want to imply that the old 
woman toqfc: the strychnine herself. Was that hogwash, 
. or was there something in it ?' 

"I’m afrai(T there was nothing in it. Inspector.” 
Markham spoke with a seftse of genuine regret. "Such a 
theory doesn’t square with the poisoning of Ada—or 
with any of the rest of it, for that matter.” 

"I’m not so sure,” retorted O’Brien. "Moran here 
has told me that you fellows had an idea the old woman 
was faking her paralysis.” He rearranged his arms on the 
table and pointed* a short, thick finger at Markham. 
"Supposing she shot three of the children, using up ail 
the cartridges in the revolver, and then stole the two 
doses of poison—one for each of the two girls left; and 
then supposing she %ave the morphine to the youyger 
one, and had only one dose left. . . lie paused and 
squinted significantly. 

" I sec what you mean,” said Markham. " Your theory 
is that she didn't count on our having a doctor handy 
to 6ave Ada's life, and that, having failed to put Ada out 
of the way, she figured the game was up and took the 
strychnine." 

"That’s it!” O’Brien struck the table with his fist. 
"And it makes sense. Furthermore, it means we’ve 
cleared up the^ase—see?" 

"Yes, it unquestionably makes sense.” It was Vance’s 

? uiet, drawing voice that answered. " But forgive me if 
suggest that it fits the facts much too tidily. It’s a 
perfect theory, don't y’ know; it leaps to the brain, 
almost as though someone had planned it for our benefit. 
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I rather fancy that we’re intended to adopt that very 
logical and sensible point of view. But really now. 
Inspector, Mrs. Greene was not the suicidal type, how¬ 
ever murderous she may have been." 

While Vince was speaking, Heath had left the room. 
A few minutes later he returnee? and interrupted O’Brien 
in a long denatured defenc^-of his suicide theory. 

'*We haven’t got to argue any more along that line ." 
he amfounced. "I’ve just had Doc Dorenius on the 
'phone. He’s finished the autbpsy; and he says that the 
old lady’s leg muscles had wasted away—gone plumb 
flabby and that there wasn’t a chance ih the world of 
her moving her legs, let alone walking on ’em.” 

"Good God!" Moran was the first to recover from 
the amazement this news had caused us. " Who was it, , 
then, that Ada saw in the hall ? " • 

"That's just it!" V«face spoke hurriedly, trymg to 
stem his rising sense of excitation. "If only we Knew I 
That’s the answer to the whole problem. It may not 
have been the murderer; but the person who sat in that 
library night after night and read strange books by 
candle light is the key to everything. ...” 

“But Ada was so positive in her identification," 
objected Markham, in a bewildered tone. 

"She's hardly to be blained in the circumstances," 
Vance returned. " The child had been through a frightful 
experience and was scarcely normak And it is not at all 
unlikely that she, too, suspected her mothef; if she did, 
what would have been more natural than for her to 
imagine that this shadowy figure she saw in tlje hall long 
after midnight was the actual object of her dread ? It is 
not unusual for a person under the stress of fright to 
distort an object by the projection of a dominating 
mental imag e.” ' 

"You mean," said Heath, "that she saw somebody 
else, and imagined it was her mother because she was 
thinking so hard of the old woman ? ” «* 

" It's by no means improbatflb." 

"Still, there was that detail of the Oriental shawl,” 
objected M a rkh a m . "Ada might easily have mistaken 
the person's features, but her insistence on having eeea 
that particular shawl was fairly definite.” 
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. Vance gave a perplexed nod, 

“The point is well taken. Ana it may prove the 
Ariadne’s cine that will lead us out of this Cretan laby¬ 
rinth. We must find out more about that shawl." 

Heath had taken out his note-book ana was turning 
,the pages with scowling concentration. 

“And don’t forget, M£ Vance," he*seid, wiihoui 
looking up, “about that diagram Ada found in # the*reai 
of the haU near the library door. Maybe this person in 
the shawl was the one who’d dropped it, and was going 
to the library to look for it, but got scared off when she 
saw Ada.” 

“But whoever shot Rex,” said Markham, "evidently 
stole the.jsaper from him, and therefore wouldn’t be 
, worrying about it.” * 

“ I guess tllat’s right," Heath admitted reluctaptly. 

“§uch speculation is futflc," commented vance. 
“This affair is too complicated to be untangled by the 
unravelling of details. We must determine, if possible, 
who it was that Ada saw that night. Then we’ll have 
opened a main artery of inquiry.” 

"How arc we going to find that out,” demanded 
O’Brien, "when Ada was the only person who saw this 
woman in Mrs. Greene’s shawl ? ’’ 

"Your question contains*the answer, Inspector. Wt 
must see Ada again and try and counteract the suggestion 
of her own fears. When we explain that it couldn'tjiave 
been herciother, she may recall some other point that will 
put us on the right track.” 

Aqd this was the course taken. When the conference 
ended, O’Brien departed, and the rest of us dined at the 
club. At half-past eight we were on our way to the Greene 
r mansion. 

We found Ada and the cook alone in the drawing- 
room. The girl sat before the fire, a copy of Grimm's 
■“Fairy Tales" turned face down on her knees; and 
Mrs. Mannlirial, busy with a lapful of mending, occupied 
a straight chair near tlfc door. It was a curious sight, 
in view of the formal correctness of the house, and ii 
brought forcibly to my mind how fear and advenrit) 
inevitably level all social standards. 

Whoa we entered the room Mrs. Mannheim rose, and 
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gathering *up her mending, started to go. But Vance 
indicated that she was to remain, and without a word 
she resumed her seat. • 

• "We’re here to annoy you again, Ada,” said Vance, 
assuming thdrftle of interrogator. "But you’re about the 
only person we can come to for Help.” His snile put the 
girl at ease, and he continued gently: " We want to talk to* 
you^about what you told us the other afternoon. . . 

Her tycs opened wide, and she waited in # a kind of 
awed silence. * 

"You told us you thought you had seen your 

mother-” “ 

- J' I did see her—I did I ” 

Vance shook his bead. "No; it was not your mother. 
She was unable to walk, Ada. Sh* was truljTand help¬ 
lessly paralysed. It was impossible for her-even to make 
the slightest movement with either leg.” 

“But—I don’t understand.” There was more "than 
bewilderment in her voice: there was terror and alarm 
as one might experience at the thought of supernatural 
malignancy. "I heard Doctor Von Blon tell mother he 
was bringing a specialist to see her this morning. But 
she died last night—so how could you know ? Oh, you 
must be mistaken. I saw her—I hnoiv I saw her.” 

She seemed to be battling desperately for the preser¬ 
vation of her sanity. But Vance agaiu shook his 
head. * 

"Doctor Oppenlieimer did not examine yoftr mother," 
he said. "But Doctor Doremus did—to-day. And he 
found that she had l>een unable to move for magy years." 

"Oh!” The exclamation was only breathed. Th« 
girl seemed incapable of speech. 

"And what we’ve come for,” continued Vance, "is 
to ask you to recall that night, and see if you cannot 
remember something—some little thing—that will help 
us. You saw this person only by the flickering light of 
a match. You might easily have made^a mistake.” 
"But how could I? I was«so close to her." 

" Before you woke up that night and felt hungry, had 
you been dreaming of your mother?" 

She hesitated and shuddered slightly. 

*' I don't know, but I’ve dreamed of mother constantly 
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—awirn, scarey dreams —ever since mat nrst £ignt wnen 
Bomebody came into my room. . . .” 

‘‘That may account icf the mistake you made.** 
Vance paused a moment and then asked: “Do you 
distinctly remember seeing your mother’s Oriental 
shawl on the person in*thc hall that night ? ’* 

• “Oh, yes,” she said, utter a slight hesitation. “It 
was the first thing I noticed. Then 1 saw her face. . # . .** 

A trivial but startling tiling happened at this moment. 
We had dur back to Mr#. Mannheim and, for the time 
being, had forgotten her presence in the room. Suddenly 
what sounded like a diy sob broke from her, and the 
sewing-basket on her knees fell to the floor. Instinctive-* 
ly we turned. The woman war, staring at us glassily. 

'• What°diiIcrenco does it make who she saw?" she 
asked in a d$ad, monotonous voice. “ She maybe saw 
me." 

"Nonsense, Gertrude," Ada said quickly. “It wasn't 
you.'* 

Vance was watching the woman with a puzzled ex¬ 
pression. 

“Do you ever wear Mrs. Greene's shawl, Frau 
Mannheim ?" 

"Of course she doesn’t.” Ada cut in. 

“And did you ever steal into the library and read 
after the household is asleep ?" pursued Vance. 

The woman pickfd up her sewing morosely, and again 
lapsed into sullen silence. Vance studied her a mdhmnt 
and then turned back to Ada. 

“Do you know of anyone who might have been 
wearing your mother’s shawl that night?” 

•‘I—don't know,” the girl stammered, her lips 
trembling. 

"Come; that won’t do.” Vance spoke with some 
asperity. “ This isn’t the time to shield anyone. Who , 
was in the habit of using the shawl?” 

"No one w^s in the habit. . . .” She stopped and 
gave Vance a pleading ^ook; but he was obdurate. 

" Who, then, besides your mother ever wore it ?" 

“But I would have known if it had been Sibclla I 
saw-** 

"Sibella? She sometimes borrowed the shawl?*! 
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Ada no#ded reluctantly. "Once in a great while. 
She—she admired the shawl. , . . Oh, why do yon 
make me tell you thisl" ' 

"And you have never seen anyone else with it on?" 

"No; no one ever wore it except mother and Sibella.” 

Vance attempted to banish he!f obvious distress with „ 
a whimsical rdassuring smile? 

"Just see how foolish all your fears have been,” he 
said ligfltly. “You probably saw your sistfar in the 
hall that night, and, because you'd been having bad 
dreams about your mother, you thought it was 6he. As 
a result, you became frightened, and locked yourself 
'up'and worried. It was rather silly, what?" 

A little later we took our leave. ^ 

" It has always been my contention," ‘remarked 
Inspector Moran, as we rode down-towrfj "that any 
identification under straih or excitement is worthless. 
And here we have a glaring instance of it.” 

"I'd like a nice quiet little chat with Sibella,” mumbled 
Heath, busy with his own thoughts. 

"It wouldn’t comfort you, Sergeant," Vance told 
him. "At the end of your tlte-h-tlle you'd know only 
what the young lady wanted you to know.” 

"Where do we stand now?" asked Markham, after 
a silence. 

"Exactly where we stood before,” answered Vance 
dejectedly, “in the midst of an impenetrable fog. 
And I’m not in the least convinced," he added, "that 
it was Sibella whom Ada saw in the hall." 

Markham looked amazed. 

"Then who, in Heaven's name, was it?” 

Vance sighed gloomily. "Give me the answer to 
that one question, and I’ll complete the saga.” 

That night Vance sat up until nearly two o’clock 
writing at his desk in the library. 

Chapteh XXIII The Missing Fact 

(Saturday, December 4 th ;i p.m.) 

Saturday was the District Attorney's "halfday" at 
the office, and Markham had invited Vance and me to 
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lunch at the Bankers Club. Bit when we reached the 
Criminal Courts Building he was swamped with an 
accumulation of work, ant we had a tray-service meal 
in his private conference room. Before leaving the house 
that noon Vance had put several sheets of closely-written 
paper in his pocket, ^md I surmised—correctly, as it 
turned out—that they wfte what he halfl jxen working' 
on the night before. 

When,lunch was ovey Vance lay back in Tus chair 
languidly and lit a cigarette. 

" Markham, old dear," he said, " I accepted your 
invitation to-day for the sole purpose of discussing art. 

I trust you are in a receptive mood." 

Markhjm looked at him with frank annoyance. 

"Damn it, Vance, I’m too confounded busy to be 
bothered with your irrelevancies. If you feel artistically 
inclined, take Van hew to the Metropolitan Museum. 
But leave me alone." 

Vance sighed, and wagged his head reproachfully. 

"There speaks the voice of America! 'Run along 
and play with your aesthetic toys if such silly things 
amuse you; but let me attend to my serious affairs.’ 
It’s very sad. la the present instance, however, I refuse 
to run along; and most certainly I shall not browse about 
that mausoleum of Europe’s rejected corpses, known as 
the Metropolitan Museum. I say, it's a wonder you 
didn't suggest thaft I make the rounds of our municipal 
statuary." 

“I’d have suggested the Aquarium-" 

"I know. Anything to get rid of me.” Vance 
adopted an injured tone. "And yet, don’t y’ know. 
I’m going to sit right here and deliver an edifying 
lecture on .esthetic composition." 

"Then don’t talk too loud," said Markham rising; 
"for I’ll be in the next room working." 

“But my lecture has to do with the Greene case. 
And really shouldn’t miss it." 

Markham paused aid turned. 

"Merely one of your wordy prologues, eh?” He sat 
down again. " Well, if you have any helpful suggestions 
to make, I'll listen." 

Vance smoked a moment. 
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"YTtno^, Markham}” he began, assuming a lazy, 
unemotional air, “there’s a fundamental difference be¬ 
tween a good painting and* a photograph. I’ll admit 
many painters appear unaware of this fact; and when 
colour photography is perfected—my word! what a 
horde of academicians will ^e tnrown out of employ -1 
ment! But ?.onc the less there’s a vast chasm betweert 
the two: and it’s this technical distinction that’s to lie 
the burden of my lay. How, for instance, does Michel¬ 
angelo’s ‘Moses’ differ from a camera study of a patri¬ 
archal old man with whiskers and a $tone tablet? 
Wherein lie the points of divergence between Rubens’s 
'Landscape with Chateau de Stein' and a tourist’s 
Enapshot of a Rliinc castle? Why is a C&jannc still 
life an improvement on a photograph of a dish of apples ? 
Why h^ve the Renaissance paintings of J^adounas en¬ 
dured for hundreds of yeafs, whOreas a mere photograph 
of a mother and child passes into artistic oblivion at the 
very click of the lens shutter? . . 

He held up a silencing hand as Markham was about 
to speak. 

"I’m not bring futile. Bear with me a moment. 
The difference between a good paintHig and a photo¬ 
graph is tills: the one is arranged, composed, organized: 
the other is merely the haphazard impression of a scene, 
or a segment of realism, just as it exists in nature. In 
shorty the one has form; tlic other‘‘is chaotic. When 
a true artist paints a picture, d’ye sec, he arranges 
all the masses and lines to accord with his preconceived 
idea of composition—that is, he bends everything in 
the picture to a basic design; and he also eliminates 
any objects or details that go contr'ry to, or detract 
from, that design. Thus he achieves a homogeneity of 
form, so to speak. Every object in the picture is put 
•there for a definite purpose, and is set in a certain 
position to accord with the underlying structural pattern. 
There are no irrclcvancies, no unrelated details, no de¬ 
tached objects, no arbitr’ry arrangement of values. All 
the forms and lines are interdependent; every object— 
indeed, every brush stroke—takes its exact place in 
the pattern and fulfils a given function. The picture, 
in fine, is a unity.” 
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"Very instructive,” comm emeu Markbam, glancing 
ostentatiously at his watch. "And the Greene case?” 

“Now, a photograph, 6n the other hand,” pursued 
Vance, ignoring the interruption, ''is devoid of design 
or even of arrangement in the aesthetic sense. To be 
sure, a photographer may pose and drape a figure— 
he may even saw off the umb of a tree \V .at he intends 
to record on his negative; but it's quite impossible 
for him «to compose th? subject-matter of his picture 
to accord with a preconceived design, the way a painter 
does. In a ,ph olograph there are always details that 
have no meaning, variations of light and shade that 
are harmonically false, textures that create false ndtes, 
lines that arc discords, masses that are out of place. 
'Hie camera, d’ye s<*e. is dcuocdly forthright—it records 
whatever is* before it, irrespeethe of art values. The 
inevitable result is that a photograph lacks organization 
and unity; its composition is, at best, primitive and 
obvious. And it is full of irrelevant factors—of objects 
which have neither meaning nor purpose. There is 
no uniformity of conception in it. It is haphazard, 
heterogeneous, aimless, and amorphous—just as is 
nature.” 

"You needn't belabour.thc poiut.” Markham spoke 
impatiently. "I have a rudimentary intelligence.— 
Where is this elaborate truism leading you?” 

Vance gat e liinf an engaging smile. 

"To East 53rd Street. But before we reach our des¬ 
tination permit me another brief amplification. Quite 
often a painting of intiicate and subtle design does not 
at once reveal its composit ion to the spectator. In fact, 
only the designs of the simpler and more obvious paint¬ 
ings are immediately grasped. Generally the spectator 
has to study a painting carefully—trace its rhythms, 
compare its forms, weigh its details, and fit together all 
its salients—before its underlying design becomes 
apparent. Jfhny well-organized and perfectly balanced 
paintings—such as ItAoir’s figure-pieces, Maiisse’s in¬ 
teriors, Cezanne’s water-colours, Picasso’s still lifes, and 
Leonardo’s anatomical drawings—may at first appear 
meaningless from the standpoint of composition; their 
forms may seem to lack unity and cohesion; their masses 
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and linear values may giro the impression of having been 
arbitrarily pat down. And it is only after the spectator 
has related all their integers and traced all their contra¬ 
puntal activities that they take on significance and reveal 
their creator’s motivating conception-" 

"Yes. yes,” interrupted Markham. "Paintings and 
photographs differ; the objects in a painting possess 
design; tpe objects in a photograph are without design; 
one must often study a painting in order to determine 
the design. That, I believe, covers the ground you have 
been wandering over desultorily for the.past fifteen 
minutes." 

f "I was merely trying to imitate the vast deluge of 
repetitive verbiage found in legal documents," explained 
Vance. "1 hope thereby to convey my meaning to 
your lawyer's mind." 

"You have succeeded trith a vengeance,” snapped 
Markham. "What follows?" 

Vance became serious again. 

"Markham, we’ve been looking at the various occur¬ 
rences in the Greene case as though they were tbo 
unrelated objects of a photograph. We’ve inspected 
each fact as it came up; but we have failed to analyse 
sufficiently its connection wjth all the other known 
facts. We’ve regarded this whole affair as though it 
were a series, or collection, of isolated integers. And 
we’ve, missed the significance of everythin®! because 
we haven't yet determined the shape of the basic pattern 
of which each of these incidents is but a part. Do you 
follow me?” 

"My dear fellow 1 ” 

"Very well. Now, it goes without saying that there 
is a design at the bottom of this whole amazin’ business. 
Nothing has happened haphazardly. There has been 
‘-premeditation behind each act—a subtly and carefully 
concocted composition, as it were. And everything has 
emanated from that central shape. Everything has 
been fashioned by a f undamental structural- idea. 
Therefore, nothing important that has occurred since 
the first double shooting has been unrelated to the pre¬ 
determined pattern of the crime. All the aspects and 
events of the case, taken together, form a unity—i ce 
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crdinated, interactive whole, in abort, th^Gxeene case 
ia a painting, not a photograph. And when we have 
studied it in that light—vrhen we have determined the 
inter-relationship of all the external factors, and have 
traced the visual forms to their generating lines—then, 
Markham, we will know the composition of the picture; 
we will see the design on which the perverted painter has 
erected his document'iy material. And once have 
discovered the underlying shape of this hideout picture's 
pattern, we'll know its Creator." 

"I see your point," said Markham slowly. "But 
how does it*help us? We know all the external facts; 
and they certainly don’t fit into any intelligible concep¬ 
tion of a unified whole." 

"Not yet, perhaps,” agreed Vance. "But that’s 
because weiiaven’t gone about it systematically. We’ve 
done too much investigating and too little thinking. 
W#*ve been side-tracked by what the modern painters 
call documentation—that is, by the objective appeal 
of the picture's recognizable parts. We haven’t sought 
for the abstract content. We’ve overlooked the ' signifi¬ 
cant form’—a loose phrase; but blame Clive Bell for 
it.*’* 

"And how would you suggest that we set about 
determining the compositional design of this bloody 
canvas ? We might dub the picture, by the way, * Nepot¬ 
ism Gone Wrong*’" By this facetious remark, he was, 
I knew, attempting to counteract the serious impression 
the other's disquisition had made on him; for though 
he realized Vance would not have drawn his voluminous 
parallel without a definite hope of applying it success¬ 
fully to the problem in hand, he was chary of indulging 
any expectations lest they result in further disappoint¬ 
ments. 

In answer to Markham’s question, Vance drew out; 
the sheaf cf papers he had brought with him. 

"Last nig|»t," he explained, “I set down briefly and 
chronologically all thg outstanding facts of the Greene 
case—that is, I noted each important external factor 

• VtDoe *u 1 mm ntoriaf to the ohapttr called “The JEatbetfa Hypottmft* 
to atm Befl'a "Ait.” But despite the mmtmUt alJ*htiu« character 
remark, Vince was an admirerof Beil’s critictau, aadhad qtokm to a 
enumerable enthuriama of bit "Sfnee Cteaaae.” 


Of hia 
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•of the ghasgy- picture w^’ve been contemplating for the 
. past few weeks. The principal forms are all here,though 
I may have left out many details. But I think I have 
tabulated a sufficient number of items to serve as a 
working basis.' 

He held out the papers to Markham. 

"The truth lies somewhere in that list. If we could 
put £he fact^ together—relate them to one another 
with thcfr correct values—we’d know who wap at the 
bottom of this orgy of crime; ior, once we determined 
the pattern, each of the items would take on a vital 
significance, and we could read clearly the Message they 
had,to tell us." 

Markham took the summary and, moving his chair 
nearer to the light, read through it-without a word. 

I preserved the original copy of the document; and, 
of all the records I possess, it was the most important 
and far-reaching in its effects. Indeed, it was the insfru- 
ment by means of which the Greene case was solved, 
llad it not been for this recapitulation, prepared by 
Vance and later analysed by him, the famous mass 
murder at the Greene mansion would doubtless have 
been relegated to the category of unsolved crimes. 

Herewith is a verbatim reproduction of it: 

GENERAL FACTS 

1. An atmosphere of mutual hatred pervades 'tic Greeno 
mansion. 

2. Mrs. Greene is a nagging, complaining paralytic, making 
life miserable for the whole household. 

3. There are five children—two daughters, two sons, and 
one adopted daughter—who have nothing in common, and 
live in a state of constant antagonism and bitterness towaids 
one another. 

4. Though Mrs. Mannheim, the cook, was acquainted with 
Tobias Greene years ago and was remembered in his will, she 
refuses to reveal any of the facts in her past. 

5. The will of Tobias Greene stipulated that tlffe family must 
live in the Greene mansion for tweAy-fivo years on pain of 
disinheritance, with the one exception that, if Ada should 
marry, she could establish a residence elsewhere, as she was 
not of the Greene blood. By the will Mrs. Greene has the 
handling and disposition of the money. 
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6. Mrs. Greene's will makes tlfe five children equal bene* 
ficiaries. In event of death of any of them the survivors 
share alike; and if all sbqpld die the estate goes to their 
families. 

7. The sleeping-rooms of the Greenes are arranged thus: 

Julia’s and Rex's face each other at the front of the house; 
Chester's and Ada's face each other in the centre of the house; 
and Sibella’s and Mrs. Greece's face each otHbr at the rear. No 
two rooms intercommunicate, with the exception of At^'s and 
Mrs. Greens's; and these two rooms also give on to the same 
balcony. • 

8. The library of Tobias Greene, which Mrs. Greene believes 
she has kepfc locked for twelve years, contains a remarkably 
complete collection of books on criminology and allied subjects. 

9. Tobias Greene’s past was somewhat mysterious and 
there wgre many rumours concerning shady transactions 
carried on by him ill iorcign lands. 

* riRST’CRIME 

10. Julia is killed by a contact shot, fired from the front, at 
11.30 p.m. 

xi. Ada is shot from behind, aUo by a contact shot. She 
recovers. 

12. Julia is found in bed, with a look of horror and amaze¬ 
ment on her faces 

13. Ada is found on th<? f floor before the diossing-table. 

14. The lighU have been turned on in l»oth rooms. 

15. Over three minutes elapse between the two shots. 

16. Von BI011, summoned immediately, anivc* within half 

an hour. .• • 

17. A set of footprints, other than Von Blon's, leaving and 
approaching the house, is found; but the character of the snow 
renders them indecipherable. 

18. The tracks have been made during the half-hour pre¬ 
ceding the crime. 

19. Both shootings are done with a *32 revolver. 

20. Chester reports that an old '32 revolver of his is missing. 

21. Chester is not satisfied with the ]>olice theory of ^ 
burglar, and insists that the District Attorney’s office in¬ 
vestigate the case. 

22. Mrs. CUccne is amused by the shot fired in Ada's room, 
and hears Aria tail, mt she hears no footsteps or sound of 
a door closing. 

• 23. Sproot is half-way Sown the servants' stairs when tho 
second shot is fired, yet he eucounters no one in the hall. Nor 
docs he hear any noise. 



a$a THE GREENE MURDER CASE 


24. Rex, in the next rooi'i to Ada’s, says he heard no shot. 

25. Rex intimates that Chester knows more about the 

tragedy than he admits. „ 

26. There is some secret between Chester and Sibella. 

27. Sibella, like Chester, repudiates the burglar theory, but 
refuses to suggest an alternative, and says frankly that any 
member of the Greene family may be'guilty. 

28. Ada says slfe was awakenetrby a menacing presence in 
her ropm, which was in darkness; that site attempted to run 
from the ifctruder, but was pursued by shuffling footsteps. 

29. Ada says a hand touched hci when she first afose from 
bed, but refuses to make any attempt to identify the hand. 

30. Sibella challenges Ada to say that it was. she (Sibella) 
s^Jio was in the room, and then deliberately accuses Ada of 
havidg shot Julia. She also accuses Ada of having stolen 
the revolver from Chester’s room. 

31. Von Blon, by his attitude and manner, reveals a curious 
intimacy between Sibella and himself. 

32. Ada is frankly fond of Von Blon. 

SECOND CRIME 

33. Four days after Julia and Ada are shot, at 11.30 p.m., 
Chester is murdered by a contact shot fired from a '32 revolver. 

34. There is a look of amazement and hoTror on his face. 

35. Sibella hears the shot and summons Gproot. 

36. Sibella says she listened at ( kcr door immediately after 
the shot was fired, but hoard no other sound. 

37. The lights are on in Chester's room. He was apparently 
reading when the murderer entered. 

38. A clear double set of footprints is found or: the front 
walk. The tracks have been made within half an hour of the 
crime. 

39. A pair of goloshes, exactly corresponding to the foot¬ 
prints, is found in Chestcr’i; dothes-closet. 

40. Ada had a premonition of Chester’s death, and, when 
informed of it, guesses he has been shot in tlic same manner 
as Julia. But she is greatly relieved when shown the foot¬ 
print patterns indicating that the murderer is an outsider. 

41. Rex says he heard a noise in the hall and the sound of a 
door closing twenty minutes before the shot was fired. 

42. Ada, when told of Rex's story, recalls alsrroaving heard 
a door close at some time after eleven. 

43. It is obvious that Ada knows or suspects something. 

44. The cook becomes emotional at the thought of anyone 
wanting to harm Ada, but says she can understand a person 
having a reason to shoot Julia and Chester. 
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45. Rex, when interviewed, snows clearly mat he thinks 
someone in the bouse is guilty. 

46. Rex accuses Von Bldh of being the murderer. 

47. Mrs. Greene makes a request that the investigation be 
dropped. 


THIRD CRIME 

48. Rex is shot in the forehead with a -32 revolver, at 11.20 
a.m., tiflpnty days after Chester has been killed "and within 
five minutes Ada 'phones him from the District Attorney's 
office. 

49. Thcre«is no look of horror or surprise on Rex's face, as 
was the case with J ulia and Chester. 

50. His body is found on the floor before the mantel. 

51. A diagram which Ada asked him to bring with him to 
the District Attornty's office has disappeared. 

52. No ofie upstairs hears the shot, though the doors are 
open; but Sproot. downstairs #n the butler’s pan tty, hears it 
distinctly. 

53. Von Dion is visiting Sitella that morning; but she says 
she was in the bath-room bathing her dog at the time Rex was 
shot. 

54. Footprints are found in Ada's room coming from the 
balcony door, which is ajar. 

35. A single set of footprints is found leading from the front 
walk to the balcony. % 

56. The tracks could have lyen made at any time after nine 
o'clock that morning. 

37. Sibella refuses to go away on a visit. 

58. Tht; goloshes that made all three sots of footprints are 
found in the linen-closct, although they were not there when 
the house vras searched for the revolver. 

59. The goloshes are returned to the lincn-closet, but dis¬ 
appear that night * 


FOURTH CRIME 

60. Two days after Rex's death Ada and Mrs. Greene ai 


poison* 

Mra.G 


ne ay 

ed within twelve hoursof each other—Ada with morphine. 


rreene with strychnine. 

61. Ada iSWreated at once and recovers. 

62. Von Blon is sees leaving the house just before Ada 
swallows the poison. 

63. Ada is discovered by Sproot as a result of Sibella's dog 
catching his teeth in the bdl-cord. 

64. Tne 1 


6f. The morphine was taken in the bouillon which was, as 
a rule, given to Ada in the mornings by Mrs. Greene. 
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65. Ada st&'ces that no oif 3 visited her ia£er rood after the 
nurse had called her to come and drink the fcbuillon; but that 
she went to Julia's room to get t shawl, leaving the bouillon 
unguarded for several moments. 

( 36 . Neither AJa nor the nurse remembers having seen 
Sibclla’s dog in the hall before the poisoned bouillon was taken. 

67. Mrs. Grecna is found dead +f strychnine-poisoning the 
morning after Ada swallowed the morphine. 

68. The strychnine could have been admiristered only after 
II p.m. the previous night. 

69. The nurse was in her room on the third floor between 
11 and iz.30 p.m. 

70. Von Blon was calling on Sibrlla that night*, but Sibclla 
s£ys he left her at 10.45. 

71. The strychnine was administered in a close of citro-car- 

bonate, which, presumably, Mrs. Greene y/oulcl not have taken 
Without assistance. - 

72. Sib^Ma decides to visit a girl chum in Atlantic City, and 
leaves NewYork on the afternoon train. 

DISTRIBUTABLE FACTS 

73. The same revolver is used on Julia, Ada, ChcsU , and 
Rex. 

74. All three sets of footprints have obviously been made by 

someone in the house for the purpose of casting suspicion on an 
outsider. « 

75. The murderer is someone whom both Julia and Chester 
would receive in their rooms, in negligee, late at night. 

76. The murderer does not make himselfknown to Ada, but 
enters her room surreptitiously. 

77. Nearly three weeks after Chester's death Ada comes to 

the District Attorney's office, stating that she has important 
news to impart. g 

78. Ada says that Rex has confessed to her that he heard 
the shot in her room and also heard other things, but was 
afraid to adroit them; and she asks that Rex be questioned. 

79. Ada tells of having found a cryptic diagram, marked 
%ith symbols, in the lower hall near the library door. 

80. On the day of Rex's murder Von Blon reports that his 
mcdicinc-casc has been rifled of three grains of strychnine and 
six grains of morphine—presumably*^ the Greene mansion. 

8j . The library reveals the fact that someone has been in 
the habit of going there and reading by candle-light. The 
books that show signs of having been read are: a handbook of 
the criminal sciences, two works on toxicology, and two 
treatises on hysterical paralysis and sleep-walking. 
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82. The visit<j|fri the library someone w}ft> understands 
German well, fcfljhree of the books that have been read are 
in German. r - • 

83. The goloshes that disappeared from the linen-closet on 
the night of Rex's murder are found in the library. 

84. Someone listenseat the door while the library is being 
inspected. 

85. Ada reports that she saw Mrs. Greer* walking in the 
lower hall the night before. 

80 . V*n Blon assorts *hat Mrs Greene's paralysis is of a 
nature that makes movement a physical impossibility. 

87. Arrangements arc made with Von Blon to have Doctor 
Oppenheimcr examine Mrs. Greene. 

88. Von Blon informs Mrs. Greene of the proposed ex a*rJ ra¬ 
tion, which he has scheduled for the following dav. 

Mvs. Greene i # s poisoned bcfoic Doctor Oppenheimcr’9 
examination can lx? made. 

00. Th * post-mottem reveals conclusively that Mjjp. Greene’s 
Ice muscles were r-o atrdphied that she could not have walked. 

91. Ada, when told of the autopsy, insists that flic «aw her 
mother's shawl about the figure in the hall, and, on being 
coerced, admits that Sibclla sometimes More it. 

Q2. During the questioning of Ada regarding the shawl 
Mrs. Mannheim suggests that it was she herself whom Ada 
saw in the hall. 

93. When J ulia and Ada were shot there were, or could have 
been, present in the house-.Chester, Sibclla, Rex, Mrs. Greene, 
Vou Blon, Barton, Hemming, Sproot, ami Mrs. Mannheim. 

94. When Chester was shot there were, or could have been, 
present in the houdb: Sibclla, Rex, Mis. Greene, Ada, Von Blon, 
Burton, fiemming, Sproot, and Mrs. Mannheim. 

05. When Rex was shot there were, or could have been, 
present in the house: Sibclla, Mrs. Greene, Von Blon, Hemming, 
Sproot/and Mrs. Mannheim. 

96. When Ada was poisoned there were, or could have been, 
present in the house: Sibella, Mrs. Greene, Von Blon, Hem¬ 
ming, Sproot, and Mrs. Mannheim. 

97. When Mrs. Greene was poisoned there were, or could 
have been, present in the house: Sibella, Von Blon, Ad% 
Hemming, Sproot, and Mrs. Mannheim. 

When Markham Mfcd finished reading the summary, 
he went through it a second time. Then he laid it on 
the table. 

"Yes, Vance,” he said, "you've covered the main 
points pretty thoroughly. But I can't see any co- 
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herence in tlfem. In fad,, they seem only to emphasize 
the confusion of the case.” 

“And yet, Markham, I'm Convinced that they only 
need rearrangement and interpretation to be perfectly 
clear. Properly analysed, they'll Jpll us everything we 
want to know.”, 

Markham gkinced again through the pages. 

“If"it wasn’t for certain items, we could make out 
a case against several people. But no matter what 
person in the list we may assume to be guilty, we are 
at once confronted by a group of contradictory and 
iiymrmountable facts. This pricis could be used effec¬ 
tively to prove that everyone concerned is innocent." 

"Superficially it appears that way,” agreed Vance. 
"But we first must find the generating line of the design, 
and then relate the subsidi'ry forms of the pattern 
to it.” 

Markham made a hopeless gesture. 

"If only life were as simple as your aesthetic theories!” 

“It’s dashed simpler,” Vance asserted. "The mere 
mechanism of a camera can record life; but only a 
highly developed creative intelligence, with a profound 
philosophic insight, can produce a work*0f art.” 

"Can you make any sense-^acsthetic or otherwise— 
out of this?” Markham petulantly tapped the sheets 
of paper. 

"I oon see certain traceries, so to speak,—certain 
suggestions of a pattern; but I’ll admit the main design 
has thus far eluded me. The fact is, Markham, I have 
a feeling that some important factor in this case—some 
balancing line of the pattern, perhaps—is still hidden 
from us. I don't say that my resume is insusceptible of 
interpretation in its present state; but our task would 
be greatly simplified if we were in possession of the 
missing integer." 

Fifteen minutes later, when we had returned to Mark¬ 
ham's main office, Swacker came., in and ftid a letter 
on the desk. 

"There's a funny one, Chief,” he said. 

Markham took up the letter and read, it with a deepen¬ 
ing frown. When he had finished, be handed it to Vance. 
The letter-head read, “Rectory, Third Presbyterian 
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Stamford, 


date 


Connectic’it 

preceding day; and the signature was that of the 


Anthony Seymour. The contents of the letter 
written in a small, precise hand, were as follows: 

The Honourable John F.-X. Markham, 

Dear Sir,—A s far as 12 m aware. I have 7 ever betrayed a 
confidence. But there can arise, I believe, unforeseen aircum- 
etances modify the strictness of one's adherence*to a given 
promise .and indeed impose upon one a greater duty than that 
of keeping silent. 

I have read in the papers of the wicked and abominable 
things that have happened at the Greene residence inJNesv 
York; and I have therefore come to the conclusion, after much 
heart-searching and prayer, that it is my bounden duty to 

f ut you in possession*ofa fact which, as the result of a promise, 
have kept fo myself for over a year. I would not now betray 
this trust did I not bel'eve tlat some good mi gift possibly 
coiRe of it, and tliat you, my dear sir, would also treat the 
matter in the most sacred confidence. It may not help you— 
Indeed, I do not see how it can possibly lead to a solution of 
the terrible curse that has fallen upon the Greene family— 
but since the fact is connected intimately with one of the 
members of that family, I will feel better when I have com¬ 
municated it to you. 

On the night of August 2®th, of last year, a machine drove 
up to my door, and a man and a woman asked that I secretly 
marry them. I may say that I am frequently receiving such 
requests from runaway couples. This particular couple ap¬ 
peared to be well-bred dependable people, and I concurred 
with their wishes, giving them my assurances that the ceremony 
would, as they desired, be kept confidential. 

The names that appeared on the licence—which had been 
Bccured in New Haven late that afternoon—were Sibella 
Greene, of New York City, and Arthur Von Blon, also of New 
York City. 


Vance read the letter and handed it back. 

“ Really, y’ know, I can’t say that I’m astonished-** 

Suddenly broke off, his eyes fixed thoughtfully 
before him. Then hmzose nervously and paced up and 
down. 

"THht tears it IV he exclaimed. 

M a rkh a m threw him a look of puzzled interrogation. 
" What’s the point ?" 
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"Don't ytou see?" iVance came quickly to the 
District Attorney’s desk; "My word! That’s the one 
fact that's missing from my tabulation." He then un¬ 
folded the last sheet and wrote: 

98. Sibella and Von Blon were secretly married a year ago. 

" But I don’t fee how that helps," protested Markham. 

"Neither do*I at this moment," Vance replied. "But 
I’m goinjf to spend this evening in erudite meditation." 


Chapter XXIV A Mysterious Trip 

(Sunday, December 5th) 

The Boston Symphony Orchestra was scheduled that 
afternoon to play a Bach Concerto and Beethoven's 
C-Minor Symphony; and Vence, on leaving the District 
Attorney’s office, rode direct to Carnegi Hall. Heasat 
through the concert in a state of relaxed receptivity, and 
afterwards insisted on walking the two miles back to his 
quarters—an almost unheard-of thing for him. 

Shortly after dinner Vance bade me good night and, 
donning his slipjKirs and house-robe,, went into the 
library. I had considerable work to do that night, and it 
was long past midnight when f finished. On the way to 
my room I passed the library door, which had been left 
slightly ajar, and I saw Vance sitting at his desk—his 
head in his hands, the summary lying before him—in an 
attitude of oblivious concentration. .He was smoking, as 
was habitual with him during any sort of mental activity; 
and the ash-receivcr at his elbow was filled with cigarette- 
stubs. I moved on quietly, marvelling at the way this 
new problem had taken hold of him. 

It was half-past three in the morning when I suddenly 
awoke, conscious of footsteps somewhere in the house. 
Rising quietly, I went into the hall, drawn by a vague 
curiosity mingled with uneasiness. At tl^ end of the 
corridor a panel of light fell on thf wall, and as 1 moved 
forward in the semi-darkness I saw that the light issued 
from the partly-open library door. At the same time I 
became aware that the footsteps, too, came from that 
room. 1 could not resist looking inside; and there I saw 
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Vance walking up and down, ha chin sank §n his breast, 
his hands crammed into the deep pockets oi his dressing- 
gown. The room was danse with cigarctte-smoke, and 
his figure appeared misty in the blue haze. I went back 
to bed and lay awake tor a hour. Whetf finally I dozed 
off it was to the accompaniment of those rhythmic foot¬ 
falls in the library. 

I rose at eight o’clock. It was a dark, dismal Sunday, 
and I Irad my coffee in the living-room by electric light. 
When i glanced into tlie library at nine Vance was still 
there, sitting at his desk. The reading-lamp was burning 
but the fire on the hearth had died out. Returning to 
the living-room, I tried to interest myself in the SufltlJy 
in-wspapcrs; but after scanning the accounts of the 
Greene 2ase I lit my pipe and drew up my chair before 
the grate. • 

It was nearly ten o’clock when Vance appealed at tlio 
do#r. All night lie had been up. wrestling with liis self- 
imposed proulcm; and the devitalizing effects of this 
long, sleepless concentration showed on him only too 
plainly. There were shadowed circles around his eyes; 
liis mouth was drawn; and even his shoulders sagged 
wearily. But, despite the shock his appearance gave me, 
ray dominant emotion one of avid curiosity. I 
wanted to know the outcome of this all-night vigil; 
and as he came into tlie room I gave him a look of ques¬ 
tioning expectancy. 

When Ifis eyes met mine he nodded slowly. 

" I've traced the design," he said, holding out his hands 
to the vrarmth of the fire. “And it’s more horrible than 
I even imagined." He was rilent for some minutes. 
"Telephone Markham for me, will you. Van? Tell him 
I must see him at once. Ask him to come to breakfast. 
Explain that I'm a bit fagged." 

He went out, and I heard him calling to Currio to» 
prepare his bath. 

I had no 4 tfficulty in inducing Markham to breakfast 
with us after I had explained the situation; and in less 
than an hour he arrived. Vance was dressed and shaved, 
and looked considerably fresher than when I had first 
seen him that morning; but he was still pale, and his 
eyes were fatigued. 
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No mentkft was made of the Greene case daring break* 
fast, bat wh«v,we had sought easy chairs in the library 
Markham could withhold his impatience no longer. 

“Van intimated over the ‘phone that yon had made 
something out of the summary." 

"Yes." Vance spoke dispiritedly. “I’ve fitted all 
the items together. And it’s*damnable I No wonder 
the tsath escaped ns.*' 

Markham leaned forward, his .face tense, unbelieving. 

"You know the truth?" 

"Yes, I know," came the quiet answer. "That is, my 
brain has told me conclusively who’s at the bottom of this 
fiendish affair; but even now—in the daylight—I can’t 
credit it. Everything in me revolts against the acceptance 
oi the truth. The fact is. I’m almost afraid fe accept 
it. . . . Dash it all. I’m getting mellow. Middle-age has 
crept up&n me.” He attempted to smile, but failed. 

Markham waited in silence. , • 

"No, old man," continued Vance; "I’m not going to 
tell you now. 1 can’t tell you until I've looked into one 
or two matters. You see, the pattern is plain enough, 
but the recognizable objects, 6et in their new relation¬ 
ships, are grotesque—like the shapes in an awful dream. 
I must first touch them and iqsasure them to make sure 
that they're not, after all, mere abortive vagaries." 

"And how long will this verification take ? ” Markham 
knew there was no use to try to fort* the issue. He 
realized that Vance was fully conscious of the seriousness 
of the situation, and respeoted his decision to investigate 
certain points before revealing his conclusions 

” Not long, I hope.” Vance went to his desk and wrote 
something on a piece of paper, which he handed to Mark¬ 
ham. ” Here's a list of the five books in Tobias’s library 
that showed signs of having been read by the nocturnal 
•visitor. I wan 4 those books Markham—immediately. 
But I don’t want anyone to know about their being 
taken away. Therefore, I'm going to ask you to 'phone 
Nurse O’Brien to get Mrs. Greenats key and secure them 
when no one is looking. Tell her to wrap them up and 
give them to the detective on guard in the house with 
instructions to bring them here. You can explain to 
her what section of the book-shelves they’re in." 
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Markham took the paper and<foee without'a word. At 
the door of the den, however, he paused. 

‘' Do you think it wise fdr the man to leave the house ? ” 

“It won't matter," Vance told him. "Nothing more 
can happen there at present." 

Markham went onint^ the den. In a few minutes he 
returned. 

"The books will be here in half an hoar." * * 

When the detective arrived with the package Vance 
Unwrapped it and laid the volumes beside his chair. 

“Now, Markham, I’m going to do some reading. 
You won’t mind, what?” Despite his casual tone, jt 
was evident that an urgent seriousness underlay''his 
Words. . 

Markham got up'immediately; and again t marvelled 
at the complete understanding that existed, between 
these two desperate men. * 

'“I have a number of personal letters to write," he said, 

" so I'll run along. Currie's omelet was excellent. When 
shall I see you again ? I could drop round at tea-time." 

Vance held out his hand with a look bordering on 

‘ "Make it five o’clock. I’ll be through with my per- 
usings by then. And thicks for your tolerance." Then 
be added gravely: "You’ll understand, after I’ve told 
you everything, why I wanted to wait a bit." 

When Markhard returned that afternoon a little before 
five Vance was still reading in the library; but shortly 
afterwards he joined us in the living-room. 

“The* picture clarifies," he said. "The fantastic 
Images are gradually taking oh the aspect of hideous 
realities. I’ve substantiated several points, but a few 
facts still need corroboration.” 

"to vindicate your hypothesis?" 

"No, not that. The hypothesis is self-proving* 
There’s no doubt as to the truth. But—dash it all, 
Markham 1 —t refuse to accept it until every scrap of 
evidence has been indbntestably sustained." 

"Is the evidence of such a nature that I can use it in 
a court of law?" 

"That fa something I refuse even to consider. Criminal 
proceedings seem utterly irrelevant in the present case. 
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But I suppole society mf st have its pound of flesh, and 
you—the duly elected Shyloek of God’s great common 
people—will no doubt wield* the knife. However, E 
assure you I sliall not be present at the butchery." 

Markham studied him curiously. 

"Your words ^ound rather qpiiifous. But if, as you 
say, you have discovered the perpetrator of these crimes, 
why shoqjdn't society exact punishment?” 

" If society were omniscient, Markham, it would have 
a right to sit in judgment. But society is ignorant and 
venomous, devoid of any trace of insight or .understand¬ 
ing. It exalts knavery, and worships stupidity. It 
cruelties the intelligent, and puts the diseased in dun¬ 
geons. And, withal, it arrogates to itself the right and 
ability to analyse the subtle source’s of what it calls 
'crime,' and to condemn to death all person? whose in¬ 
born and irresistible impulses it 'docs not like. That’s 
your sweet society, Markham—a pack of wolves water¬ 
ing at the mouth for victims on whom to vent its organ¬ 
ized lust to kill and flay." 

Markham regarded him with some astonishment and 
considerable concern. 

"Perhaps you are preparing to let th<?criminal escape 
in the present case,” he said witfi the irony of resentment. 

"Oh, no,” Vance assured him. "I shall turn your 
victim over to you. The Greene murderer is of a particu¬ 
larly vicious type, and should be rendered impotent. I 
was merely trying to suggest that the electric chair— 
that touchin' device of >*our beloved society—is not 
quite the correct method of dealing with this culprit." 

"You admit, however , 4 that he is a menace to society." 

" Undoubtedly. And the hideous thing about it is that 
this tournament of crime at the Greene mansion will 
continue unless we can put a stop to it. That's why I am 
%eing so careful. As the case now stands, I doubt if you 
could even make an arrest.” 

When tea was over Vance got up and stfctchcd him¬ 
self ^ 

"By the by, Markham,” he said off-handedly, "have 
you received any report on Sibclla’s activities ?" 

"Nothing important. She's still in Atlantic City, 
and evidently intends to stay there for some time. She 
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phoned Sproot yesterday to sen^l down another trunkful 
of her clothes.” 

“Did she, now? That's very gratifyin’." Vance 
walked to the door-with sudden resolution; " I think I’ll 
run out to the Greenes’ for a little while. I shan’t be gone 
over an hour. Wait fcfr mg here, Marklianj—there’s a good 
fellow; I don’t want my visit to have an official flavour. 
There’s a new Simplictssintus on the table to qjnuse you 
till I return. Con it aud thank your own special gods 
that you have no Thdny or Gulbranssen in this country 
to caricaturg your Gladstonian features.” 

As he spoke he beckoned to me, and, before Markhagi 
could question him, we passed out into the hall and < 3 Bwn 
the stairs. Fifteen minutes later a taxicab set us down 
before the Greene fnansion. 

Sproot opened the door for ns, and Vance, wgth only a 
curt greeting, led him* into ^hc drawing-room* 

’*! understand,” he said, "that Miss Sibcila 'phoned 
you yesterday from Atlantic City and asked to have a 
trunk shipped to her.” 

Sproot bowed. "Yes, sir, I sent the trunk off last 
night.” 

"What did Miss Sibcila say to you over the ’phone?” 

"Very little, sir—the konncction was not good. She 
said merely that she had no intention of returning to 
New York for a considerable time and needed more 
clothes th^Ln she had taken with her.” 

"Did she ask how things were going at the house 
here ? ” 

" Only in the most casual way, sir." 

"Then she didn’t seem apprehensive about what 
might happen hdre while she was away ? ” 

" No, sir. In fact—if I may say so without disloyalty 
—her tone of voice was quite indifferent, sir.” 

" Judging from her remarks about the trunk, how lonjf 
would you say she intends to be away ? ” 

Sproot considered the matter. 

"That’s difficult td*say, sir. But I would go so fat 
as to venture the opinion that Miss Sibella intends to 
remain in Atlantic City for a month or more.” 

Vance nodded with satisfaction. 

"And now, Sproot,” he said, "I have a particularly 
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important Question to ask yon. When yon first went 
into Miss Ada's room on the night she was shot and found 
ho- on the floor before the dressing-table, was the window 
open? Thinkj I want a positive answer. Yon know 
the window is just beside the dressing-table and over¬ 
look? the steps leading to the stfine balcony. Was it 
open or shut ?i‘ 

Sprool^contracted his brows and appeared to be recall¬ 
ing the scene. Finally he spok% and there was 410 doubt 
in his voice. 

The window was open, sir. I recall it turn quite dis- 
ly. After Mr. Chester and I had lifted Miss Ada to 
ie*bed, I closed it at once for fear she would catch 
cold." 

"How far open was the window?" asked Vance with 
ger impatience. 

"Eight or nine inches, dir, I Should say, Perhajw a 

"Thank you, Sproot. That will be all. Now please 
tell the cook I want to sec her." 

Mrs. Mannheim came in a few minutes later, and Vance 
indicated a chair near the desk-light. When the woman 
had seated herself he stood before her and fixed her with 
a stern, implacable gaze. «* 

"Frau Mannheim, the time for truth-telling has come. 
I am here to ask you a few questions, and unless I receive 
a straight answer to them I shall report you tq the police. 
You will, I assure you, receive no consideration at their 
hands." • 

The woman tightened her lips stubbornly and shifted 
her eyes, unable to xfieet Vance’s penetrating stare. 

“You told me once that your husband died in New 
Orleans thirteen years ago. Is that correct ? " 

Vance's question seemed to relieve her mind, and she 
•'answered readily. 

" Yes, yes. Thirteen years ago.*' 

"What month?" 

"In October." 

Had he been ill long?" 

About a year." 

What was the nature of Ms illness?" 

Now a look of fright came into her eyes. 
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"I—don't know—exactly,” she stammsred. "The 
doctors didn't let me see him,” • 

"He was in a hospital?*’ 

She nodded several times rapidly. " Yes—a hospital/* 

"And I believe you told me, Frau Mannheim, that yon 
saw Mr. Tobias Greece a year before your husband’s 
death,. That would ha\^ been about *the timw your 
husband entered the hospital—fourteen years ago.. 

She locked vaguely at^Vance, but made no reply. 

"And it was exactly fourteen years ago that Mr. 
Greene adopted Ada.” 

The womJn caught her breath sharply. A look of 
panic contorted her face. tm • 

"So when your husband died,” continued Vance, "you 
Came to* Mr. Greene, knowing he would give you a 
position.” 

He went up to her .and touched her filially on the 
shosldcr. 

"I have suspected for some time, Frau Mannheim," 
he said kindly, "that Ada is your daughter. It's true, 
isn’t it?” 

With a convulsive sob the woman hid her face in her 


apron. . 

"I gave Mr. Greene my^jvord,” she confessed brokenly, 
“that I wouldn’t tell anyone—not even Ada—if he let 
me stay here—to be near her.” 

” You haven’t teld anyone,” Vance consoled her. ” It 
was not ydur fault that I guessed it." 

When Mrs. Mannheim left us a little later Vance had 
Succeeded in allaying her apprehension and distress. He 
then sent for Ada. 

As she enteredathe drawing-room the troubled look in 
h<*r eyes and the pallor of her cheeks told clearly of the 
strain she was under. Her first question voiced the fear 
uppermost in her mind. 

"Have you found out anything, Mr. Vance?” She 
spoke with*an air of pitiful discouragement. "It’s 
terrible a&ne here in this big house—especially at night. 
Every sound I hear. ...” 

"You mustn’t let your imagination get the best of 
you, Ada,” Vance counselled her. Then he added: ” We 
know a lot more now than we did, and before long, I 
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hope, all vo«r /ears will be done away T&th. In fact, it’s 
in regard to what vre*ve found out that I've -come 
here to-day. I thought peahaps you could help me 
again." • 

** If only I could! But I've thought and thought... 

Vance smiled. t 

“ Lei us do the thinking, Acto. What I wanted to ask 
you i£ this: do*you know if Sibella speaks German well?" 

The gfrl appeared surprised. 

"■Why, yes. And so did Julia and Chester 5nd Rex. 
Father insisted on their learning it. And he spoke it too 
—almost as well as he spoke English. As fof Sibella, I've 
Often heard her and Doctor Von Blon talking in German.” 

" But she spoke with an accent, I suppose." 

"A slight accent—she'd never been long in Germany. 
But she spoke German very well.” » 

“ Thatfs what I wanted t@ be sure of." 

" Then you do know something I" Her voice quavgred 
with eagerness. “Oh, how long before this awful sus¬ 
pense will be over? Every night for weeks I’ve been 
afraid to turn out my lights and go to sleep.” 

''You needn’t be afraid to turn out your lights now," 
'Vance assured her. " There won’t be aqy more attempts 
on your life, Ada." 

She looked at him for a moment searchingly, and some¬ 
thing in his manner seemed to hearten her. When we 
took our leave the colour had come lyck to her cheeks. 

Markham was pacing the library restlessly when we 
arrived home. 

“ I’ve checked several more points," Vance announced. 
" But I’ve missed the important one—the one that would 
explain the unbelievable hideousness pf the thing I’ve 
unearthed." 

He went directly into the den, and we could hear- him 
e telephoning. Returning a few minutes later, he looked 
anxiously at his watch. Then he rang for Currie and 
ordered his bag packed for a week’s trip. „ 

“ I’m going away, Markham,” ty} said. - I'm going to 
travel—they say it broadens the mind. My train de¬ 
parts in less than an hour; and I’ll be away a week. Can 
you bear to be without me for so long? However, 
nothing will happen in connection with the Greene case 



THE^ GREENE MURDER CASE 


-• •« 

* 5 > 


daring my absence. In fact, I'd advise*ych to ehdvo 
it temporarily." 

He would say no morep and in half an hoar he was 
ready to go. 

“ There'8 one thing you can do for me while I’m away," 
he told Markham, as he slipped into his overcoat. 
“ Please have drawn up fBr me a complete and detailed 
weather report ^om the day preceding Julia’s deafh to 
the day following Rex's murder." * 

He would not let either Markham or me accompany 
him to the station, and we were left in ignorance of even 
the directiorf in which his mysterious trip was to take 
him. • 


Chapter »XV The Capture 

.» > 

[Monday, December 13 Ih ; 4 p.m.) 

It was eight days before Vance returned to New York. 
He arrived on the afternoon of Monday, December 13th, 
and, after he had had his tub and changed his clothes, 
he telephoned Markham to expect him in half an hour. 
He then ordered his Hisp^no-Suiza from the garage; and 
by this sign I knew he was under a nervous strain. In 
fact, he had spoken scarcely a dozen words to me since 
his return, and as«he picked his way down-town through 
the late afternoon traffic he was gloomy and preoccupied. 
Once I ventured to ask him if his trip had been successful, 
and he £ad merely nodded. But when we turned into 
Centre Street he relented a littl», and said: 

'' There was neyer any doubt as to the success of my 
trip, Van. I knew what I’d find. But I didn't dare 
trust my reason; I had to see the records with my own eyes 
before I’d capitulate unreservedly to the conclusion I’di 
formed.'* 

• Both Markham and Heath were waiting for us in the 
District Attorney's o£|ce. It was just four o’clock, and 
the sun had already dropped below the New York Life 
Building which towered about the old Criminal Courts 
Structure a block to the south-west. 

“I took it for granted you had something important 
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to tell roe,* said Markham; "so I asked the sergeant to 
‘some here.” 

"Yes, I've much to telL’* Vance had thrown him¬ 
self into a chair, and was lighting a cigarette. " Bat 
first I want to know if anything has happened in my 
absence.” 

" Nothing. Your prognostication was quite accurate. 
Things have been quiet and apparently normal at the 
Greene hansion.” 

"Anyhow,” interposed Hcatn, "we may have a little 
better chance this week of getting hold of jBomething to 
work on. Sibella returned from Atlantic City yesterday. 
Von Blon's been hanging round the house ever since.” 

" Sibella back ? ” Vance sat up, and his ey^s became 
intent. 

"At six o’clock yesterday evening,” saM Markham. 
" The newspaper man at the beach ferreted her out and 
ran a sensational story about her. After jthat the fpoor 
girl didn't have an hour’s peace; so yesterday she packed 
up and came back. We got word of the move through 
the men the sergeant had set to watch her. I ran out to 
see her this morning, and advised her to go away again. 
But she was pretty thoroughly disgusted, and stubborn¬ 
ly refused to quit the Greece house—said death was 
preferable to being hounded by reporters and scandal¬ 
mongers.” 

Vapce had risen and moved to therwindow, where he 
stood scanning the grey skyline. * 

"Sibella’s back, eh?” he murmured. Then he turned 
round. " Let me see that weather report I askrd you to 
prepare for me.” ► 

Markham reached into a drawer and handed him a 
typewritten sheet of paper. 

After perusing it, he tossed it back on the desk, 
fr “ Keep that, Markham. You’ll need it when you face 
your twelve good men and true.” 

"What is it you have to tell us, Mr. Vance?” The 
sergeant’s voice was impatient despite Ids effort to control 
it. "Mr. Markham said you had a line on the case. For 
God’s sake, sir, if you've got any evidence against any 
one, slip it to me and let me make an armst. ■ I’m getting 
thin worrying over this damn business” 
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- • Vance drew himself togetl 
"YeS, I know who the murdAer is. Sergeant; and I 
have the evidence—thought wasn't my plan to tell yon 
just yet. However—” he went to the door with grinj 
resolution—"we can't delay matters any* longer now. 

, Our hand has been forced. Get into your^coat. Sergeant 
—and you, too, Markham.* We'd better *get out to the 
Greene house before dark." ^ 

"But, damn it all, Vapcel" Markham expostulated. 
“Why don’t you tell us what’s in your mind?" 

" I can't exglam now—you'll understand why later-" 

" If you know so much, Mr. Vance," broke in Heath, 
"what's keeping us from making an arrest?" *'** 
" You'ip going to make your arrest, Sergeant—inside 
of an hour." Though lie gave the promise without 
enthusiasm, St acted electrically on both Heath and 
Markham. 

Fine minutes later the tour of us were 
West Broadway in Vance’s car. 

Sproot as usual admitted us without the faintest 
show of interest, and stood aside respectfully for us to 
cater. 

"We wish to see Miss Sibella," said Vance. "Please 
tell Tier to come to the dr%wing-room—alone." 

" I'm sorry, sir, but Miss Sibella is out." 

" Then tell Miss Ada we want to see her." 

" Mias Ada is out also, sir." The butler's unemotional 
tone soundfid strangely incongruous in the tense atmo¬ 
sphere we had brought with us. 

Whe* do you expect them back?" 

I couldn't say, sir. They went ont motoring to¬ 
gether. They probably won’t be gone long. Would 
yon gentlemen care to wait?" 

Vftftco hesitated. 

"Yes, we'll wait,” he decided, and walked towards the* 
drawing-room. 

*But he hjufbarely reached the archway when he turned 
suddenly and c&Hed to Uproot, who was retreating slowly 
towards the rear of the halL 
"You say Miss Sibella and Miss Ada went motoring 
together? How loo# afro ? 19 

"About fifteen minutes—maybe twenty, sir." A 
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barely perceptible lift of the man’s eyebrows indicated 
that he was greatly astonished by Vance’s sudden thange 
of manner. ' 

"Whose car did they go in?" 

"In Doctot Von Blon's. He was here to tea-” . 

"And who suggested the ride,'Sproot?” 

"I really couldn’t say, sir. They were sort of de¬ 
bating about it when I came in to clrar away the tea 
things.’' t » 

"Repeat everything you heard I” Vance spokd 
rapidly and with more than a trace of excitement. 

"When I entered the room the doctor was saying as 
TfiiW he thought it would be a good thing for the young 
ladies to get some fresh air; and Miss Sibella paid she'd 
had enough fresh air." < 

"And Miss Ada?" 

" I dfln’t remember her laying anything, sir." 

"And they went out to the car while you were h$rt: '* 

"Yes, sir. I opened the door for them.” 

" And did Doctor Von Blon go in the car with them ? ” 

" Yes. But I believe they were to drop him at Mrs. 
Riglander’s, where he had a professional call to make. 
From what he said as he went out I gathered that the 
young ladies were then to talre a drive, and that he was 
to call here for the car after dinner." 

."What?" Vance stiffened, and his eyes burned upon 
the old butler. "Quick, Sproot 1 Db you know where 
Mrs. Riglander lives ? " 

“On Madison Avenue .in the Sixties, I believe." 

"Get her on the 'phone—find out if the doctor has 
arrived.” >. 

I could not help marvelling at thevimpassive way in 
which the man went to the telephone to comply with this 
astonishing and seemingly incomprehensible request' 
' When he returned his face was expressionless. 

“The doctor has not arrived at Mrs. Riglander’s, Bir," 
he reported. 

"He's certainly had time,” Vafice.comfcented, half to 
himsejf. Then: "Who drove the car when it left here, 
Sproot?” 

” I couldn’t say for certain, sir. I didn't notice par¬ 
ticularly. But it's my impression that Miss Sibella en- 
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tered the car first as though she intended to 

“Corte, Markham I” Vance started for the door. 
“I don’t like this at all. There's a mad idea in my 
Bead. . . . Hurry, manl If something devilish should 
happen. . . .*’ 

# We had reached the car, and Vance sprang to the wheel. 
Heath and Markham, in a Base of incomprehension but 

ither's ominous insistent, took tjjeir 
u; and I sat beside the drivers seat. 

"We’re going to break all the traffic and speed regula¬ 
tions, Scrgeanh’’ Vance announced, as he manoeuvred the 
car in the narrow street; so have your badge and cre¬ 
dentials handy. I may be taking you chaps on a wild* 
goose chasf, but we’ve got to risk it." 

We darted towards JFirst Avenue, cut the comer short, 
and turned uptown. At 59th Street we swung west and 
went toward Columbus Circle.* A surface car held us up 
at Lexington venue; and at Fifth Avenue we were 
stopped by a traffic officer. But Heath showed his card 
and spoke a few words, and we struck across Central 
Park. Swinging perilously round the curves of the drive¬ 
ways, we came out into 81st Street and headed for River¬ 
side Drive. There was less congestion here, and we made 
between forty and fifty miles an hour all the way to 
Dyckman Street. 

It was a nerve-racking ordeal, for not only had the 
shadows of evening*falien, but the streets were slippery 
in places wh<Be the melted snow had frozen in large sheets 
along the sloping sides of the Drive. Vance, however, was 
an excellent driver For two years he had driven the 
same car, and he understood thoroughly how to handle 
it. .Once we skidded drunkenly, but he managed to right 
tbOrtraction before the rear wheels came in contact with 
the^high kerbing. He kept the siren hom screeching 
constantly, and other cars drew away from us, giving us 
a fairly clear road. 

At several Street intersections we had to slow down; 
and twice we vBsre balfbd by traffic officers, but were 
permitted to proceed the moment the occupants of the 
tonneau were recognized. On North Broadway we were 
forced to the kerb by a motor-cycle policeman, who 
showered us with a stream of picturesque abuse. But 
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when Hek'th had cut him short with still more colourful 
vituperation, and he ’iad made out Markham's 'features 
in tbs shadows, he became ludicrously humble, and acted 
as an advance-guard for us all the way to Yonkers, 
clearing thcf road and holding up traffic at every cross¬ 
street. 

At the railroad tracks near Yonker’s Ferry we were 
obliged to wait several minutes for ti- •» shunting of some 
freight-cars, and Markham took this opportunity of 
venting his emotions. 

"I presume you have a good reason for this insane 
‘ride, Vance,” he said angrily. " But since I’m taking my 
Mile in my hands by accompanying you. I'd like to know 
what your objective is.” 

“There’s not time now for explanations,” Vance re¬ 
plied Jjrusquely. "Either I’m on a fool’s errand, or 
there’s an abominable tragedy ahead of ns.” His 
face was set and white, and he looked anxiously*at his 
watch. "We’re twenty minutes ahead of the usual 
running time from the Plaza to Yonkers. Further¬ 
more, we’re taking the direct route to our destination 
—another ten minutes’ saving. If the thing I fear is 
scheduled for to-night, the other car will go by the 
Spuyten Duyvil road and through the back lane* along 
the river-” 

At this moment the crossing-bars were lifted, and our 
car jerked forward, picking up sp^cd with breathless 
rapidity. 

Vance’s words had se* a train of thought going in my 
mind. The Spuyten Duyvil Road—the back ’anes along 
the river. . . . Suddenly there flashed on my brain a 
memory of that other ride we had .aken weeks before 
with Sibella and Ada and Von Blon; and a sense Of 
something inimical and indescribably horrifying took 
possession of me. I tried to recall the details of that ride 
—how we had turned off the main road at Dyckman 
Street, skirted the palisades through old wooded estates, 
traversed private hedge-lined ro«dways, u entered Yonkers 
from River dale Road, turned again from the main 
highway past the Ardsley Country Club, taken the littie- 
used road along the river towards Tarrytown, and stopped 
on the high cliff to get * panoramic view, of the Hudson. 
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. . .. That cliff ovikiooking the waters of tie ijver 1 Ah, 
now I jemembered Sibella’s cru^I jest—her supposedly 
satirical suggestion of how f a perfect murder might be 
cfommitted there. And on the instant of that recollection 
I knew where Vance was heading—I understood the 
thing he feared! He believed that another “car was also 
0 heading for that lonely 'precipice beyond Ardsley—a car 
that bid nearly hajf an hour start. ... * 

We were now 'Jelow the Longue Vue hill, and a’few 
moments “later we swung into the Hudson Road. At 
Dobbs Ferry another officer stepped in our path and 
waved frantically; but Heath, leaning over the running- 
board, shouted some unintelligible words, and Vancjj. 
without slackening speed, skirted the officer and plunged 
ahead towards Ardsley. 

Ever since, we had passed Yonkers, Vance had been 
inspecting every large car ajpng the way. He was, I 
knew 4 looking for Von Blon’s low-hung yellow Daimler. 
But there had been no sign of it, and as he threw on 
the brakes preparatory to turning into the narrow road 
bjp tKb gauntry Club golf-links, I heard him mutter hall 

“ God help us if we’re too late! ”• 

We made the turn at the Ardsley station at such a 
fate of speed that I held toy breath for fear we would 
upset; and I had to grip the seat with both hands to 
keep my balance ap we jolted over the rough road along 
the river level We took the hill before us in high.gear, 
and climbed swiftly to the dirt roadway along the edge 
Of the bluff beyond. * 

Scately* had we rounded the hill's crest when an 
exclamation broke from Vance? and simultaneously I 
noticed a flickering red light bobbing in the distance. A 
new spurt of speed brought us perceptibly nearer to the 
car before ns, and it was but a few moments before we 
could make out its lines and colour. There was no 
mistaking Vc® Blon’s great Daimler. 

"Hide your/aces, "^ance shouted over his shoulder 
to Markham and Heath. "Don’t let anyone see you as,, 
we pass ^h® car ahead.*' 


* Thi* w*» the firet and 
that 1 aver heard him um a 
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S leaned ovfer below the panel of thG front door, and a 
few seconds later a gudden swerve told me ^hat we 
were about circling the Daipiler. The next moment we 
were back in the road, rushing forward in the lead. 

Half a mi\e farther on the road narrowed. There was a 
deep ditch on one side and dense shrubbery on the other. 
Vance quickly threw on the brakes, and our rear wheels 1 
skidded on <jhe hard frozen earth, bringing us to a halt 
with our car turned almost at right-ari^jies with the road, 
completely blocking the way. * * 

“Out, you chaps!" called Vance. 

We had no more than alighted when 'the other car 
i’rpve up and, with a grinding of brakes, came to a 
lurching halt within a few feet of our machine. Vance 
had run back, and as the car reached a standstill he threw 
open the front door. The rest of* us had instinctively 
crowded after him, urgetf forward by some undefined 
..Sense of excitement and dread foreboding. The Daimler 
0 * of the sedan type with small high *window$, and 
even with the lingering radiance of the western sky and 
tfle dashboard illumination I could barely make out the 
figures inside. But at that moment Heath's pocket flash¬ 
light blazed in the semi-darkness. 

The sight that met my straining ejtes was paralysing. 
During the drive I had speculated on the outcome of 
our tragic adventure, and I had pictured several hateful 
possibilities. But I was wholly unprepared for the 
revelation that confronted me. 

The tonneau of the car was empty; and, contrary 
to my suspicions, there was no sign of Von Blon. In the 
front seat were the two girls. Sibclla was on the farther 
side, slumped down in the comer, her head hanging for¬ 
ward. On her temple was an ugly cut, and a stream of 
blood ran down her cheek. At the wheel sat Ada, glower¬ 
ing at us with cold ferocity. Heath's flash-light fell 
directly on her face, and at first she did not recognize us. 
But as her pupils became adjusted to th^glare her gaze 
■concentrated on Vance, and a^oul epithet burst from 
her. 

Simultaneously her right hand dropped from the 
wheel to the seat beside her, and when she raised it 
again it held a small glittering revolver. There was a 
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flash of flame and'a sharp report, followed by% shattering 
of gl£ss where the bullet had Struck the wind-shield. 
Vance had been standing tath one foot on the r unnin g, 
board leaning into the car, and, as Ada’s arm came up 
with the revolver, he had snatched her wrftt and held it. 

"No, my dear,” cftme # his drawling yoice, strangely 
calm and without animosity; "you shan’t add me to 
your list. I wa# rather expecting that dlove,.doa't y' 
know." • 0 

Ada, frustrated in her attempt to shoot him, hurled 
herself upon him with savage fury. Vile abuse and 
unbelievable blasphemies poured from her snarling lijjji. 
Her wrath, feral and rampant, utterly possessed Tien 
She wa% like a wild animal, cornered and conscious of 
defeat, yet fighting ..with a last instinct of hopeless des¬ 
peration. Wnce, however, had secured both hgr wrists, 
and could have broker^ her turns with a single* twist of 
his iands; Ijut he treated her almost tenderly, like a 
father subduing an infuriated child. Stepping back 
quickly he drew her into the roadway, where she 
continued her struggles with renewed violence. 

"Come, Sergeant!” Vance spoke with weary exaspera¬ 
tion. "You’d better put haudeufls on her. I don’t want 
t<T hurt her.” 

Heath had stood watching the amazing drama in a 
state of bewilderment, apparently too nonplussed to 
move. But Vance% voice awakened him to sharp activity. 
There were two metallic clicks, and Ada suddenly relaxed 
into a listless attitude of sullen tractability. She leaned 
panting against the side of the car as if too weak to stand 
alone. - 

Vance bent ower and picked up the revolver which 
had fallen to the road. With a cursory glarfce at it he 
handed it to Markham. 

"There's Cnester’s gun," he said. Then he indicated 
Ada with a pitying movement of the head. "Take her 
tO your office^ Markhmn—Van will drive the car. I’ll 
join you there as soon*as I can. I must get Sibella to a 
hospital." 

He stepped briskly into the Daimler. There was a 
shifting of gears, and with a few deft manipulations he 
reversed the car in the narrow road. 
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‘'And w£tch her. Sergeant! ” he flung bade, as the 
car darted away toward^ Ardsley. “ 

I drove Vance's car back tb the city. Markham and 
Heath sat in the rear seat with the girl between them. ‘ 
Hardly a woril was spoken during the entire hour-and-a- 
halfs ride. Several times I glared behind me at the 
silent trio. Markham and the sergeant appeared com¬ 
pletely stumftd by the surprising trt'rh that had just 
been revealed to them. Ada huddled between them, sat 
apathetically with closed eyes, her head forward. Once 
I noticed that she pressed a handkerchief to her face 
with her manacled hands; and I thought 1 heard the 
S&ufid of smothered sobbing. But I was too nervous to 
pay any attention. It took every effort of my will to 
keep my mind on my driving. 

As I drew,up before the Franklin Street’entrance of 
the Criminal Courts Building and was about to shut off 
the engine, a startled exclamation from Heath caused 
me to release the switch. 

"Holy Mother of God I" I heard him say in a hoarse 
voice. Then he thumped me on the back. " Get to the 
Beekman Street Hospital—as quick as hell, Mr. Van 
Dine. Damn the traffic lights I Step on it I" 

Without looking round I knew What had happened. 

I swung the car into Centre Street again, and fairly raced 
for the hospital. We carried Ada into the emergency 
ward (i Heath bawling loudly for the ddetor as we passed 
through the door. 

It was more than an hour later when Vance entered 
the District Attorney’s office, where Markham and 
Heath and I were waiting. He glanced quickly round the 
room and then looked at our faces. 

"I told you to watch her. Sergeant," he said, sinking 
into a chair; but there was neither reproach nor regret 
in his voice. 

None of us spoke. Despite the effect Ada’s suicide 
had had on ua, we were waiting, with a c Tdnd of con¬ 
science-stricken anxiety, for newr of the dfcber girl whom 
all of us, I think, had vaguely suspected. 

Vance understood our silence and nodded reassuringly. 

" Sibella’s all right. I took her to the Trinity Hospital 
in Yonkers. A slight concussion—Ada had struck her 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE a£ 


with a box-wrench which was always kepf under the 
front Aoat. She’ll be ont in a feS days. I registered her 
, at the hospital as Mrs. Vofl Blon, and then ’phoned her 
husband. I caught him at home, and he hurried out. 
He's with her now. Incidentally, the reason we didn’t 
reach him at Mrs. RiglanjJer’s is because he stopped at 
the office for his medicine-case. That delay saved Sibella’s 
life. Otherwise^Idoubt if we’d have reaelfbd h^r before 
Ada had«run her over the precipice in the machine.” 

He drew deeply on his cigarette for a moment. Then 
he lifted hjs eyebrows to Markham. 

"Cyanide of potassium? ” 

Markham gave a slight start. • * 

"Yes-»or so the doctor thinks. There was a bitter- 
almond odour on her lips.” He shot his bead forward 

angrily, "fiut it you knew-” # 

"Oh, I wouldn't havp stopped it in any case,” inter- 
ruptud Vane*. ” I discharged my wholly mythical duty 
to the State when I warned the sergeant. However, I 
didn’t know at the time. Von Blon just gave me the 
information. When I told him what had happened I 
asked him if he had ever lost any other poisons—you see, 

I couldn’t imagine anyone planning so devilish and 
hazardous an exploit as«the Greene murders without 
preparing for the eventuality of failure. He told me he’d 
missed a tablet of cyanide from his dark room about 
three months ago. And when I jogged his memqry he 
recalled that Ada had been poking round there and 
asking questions a few days before. The one cyanide 
tablet was probably all she dared take at the time; so 
she kept it for herself in case of^an emergency.”* 

"What I want*to know, Mr. Vance," said Heath, “is 
how she worked this scheme. Was there anyone else in 
on th.e deal ? ” , 

” No, Sergeant. Ada planned and executed every part 
of if 14 

*"But how*jp God’s name-?’* 

Vance held up his hand. 


• At I teamed later, Doctor Von Blon* who was aa ardent amateur photo* 
mpher, often used hatf-mmme tablets o t cyanide of po tamtam; and there 
had been three of them in Ua dark-room whan Ada had called. Several days 


later, w 
tfeoffct 


, be could only find two, hot had 
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"It's all very simple, Sergeant—once yon have the 
key. What misled us was the fiendish clevemela and 
audacity of the plot. But there’s no longer any need to r 
speculate about it. I have a printed and bound explana¬ 
tion of everything that happened. And it’s not a fictional 
or speculative explanation. If's actual criminal history, » 
garnered and recorded by the greater* expert on the 
subject ,the 'foorld has yet known—Doctor Hans Gross, 
of Vienna." - ’ • 

He rose and took up his coat. 

"I ’phoned Currie from the hospital, ancj he has a 
plated dinner waiting for all of us. When we have eaten, 
I'll ‘present you with a reconstruction and exposition of 
the entire case." » 


Chapter XXVI The Astouvding 'Broth 

{Monday, December 13 th ; n p.m.) 


"As you know, Markham,” Vance began, when we were 
seated about the library fire late that-night, "I finally 
succeeded in putting together «fche items of my summary 
in such a way that I could see plainly who the murderer 
was.* Once I had found the basic pattern, every detail 
fitted .perfectly into a plastic whole. Tfce technique of the 
crimes, however, remained obscure; so I asaed you to 
send for the books in Tobias’s library—I was sure they 
would tell me what I wanted to know. First, I went 


through Gross’s ' Handbuch fiir Untersuchungsrichter/ 

which I regarded as the most likely source of information. 

It is an amazing treatise, Markham. It covers the entire 

field of the history and science of crime; and, in addition, 

is a compendium of criminal technique, citing specific 

cases and containing detailed explanations and diagrams. 

Small wonder it is the world’s st^dard cyclopaedia on fts 

* I later asked Vance to rearrange the items for me in the order of his final 
sequence. The distribution, which told him the truth, was as follows: 3, 4, 
44, 93, 9. 6,3, 47 . J. 3 . 32 . 3 i. 98 . 8, 8i, 84, 8a, 7, 10, 11, 61, xj, x6, 93, 35, 94 > 
76 . 73 , 4 *. * 7 . 38. 33 , 54 . 18, 39, 36, 4 », 42. 28. 43 . 58, 39 , 83, 74 . 4 °. *«. 34 . *J. 
14, 37, aa, 33, 33. 36,19, 73 . *6, 20, ax, 45, 25, «6, 37. 29, 30, 57, 77, *4, 78, 79 , 
51 50 . 5 *. 53 . 49 . 95 . 80, 85, 86, 87, 88. 60, fia, 64, 63, 66,65, 96,89, 67, 71 , 69. 
«. To. 97 . 9 «. 9 i. 72 . 
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subject. As I reld it, I found what I was booking for.' 
Ada had copied every act of hefs, every method, every 
device, every detail, from its pages —from actual criminal 
history I We are hardly to be blamed for our inability to 
combat her schemes; for it was not she aione who was 
deceiving us; it was the accumulated experience of 
hundreds of shrewd criminals before her, plus the analytic 
science of the ’Aarld's greatest criminologist—Doctor 
Hans Gipss." * , * 

He paused to light another cigarette. 

“But eveij when I had found the explanation of her 
crimes," he continued, "I felt that there was some¬ 
thing lacking, some fundamental penchant —the thiilfe 
that matje this orgy of horror possible and gave viability, 
so to speak, to her operations. We knew nothing of Ada’s 
early life oi*of her progenitors and inherited instincts; 
and without that knowledge the crimes, desjflte their 
clearJogic, w^rre incredible. Consequently, my next step 
was to verify Ada’s psychological and environmental 
sources. I had had a suspicion from the first that she was 
Frau Mannheim’s daughter. But even when I verified 
this fact I couldn’t see its bearing on the case. It was 
obvious, from oiy: interview with Frau Mannheim, that 
Tobias and her husband had been in shady deals together 
in the old days; and she later admitted to me that her 
husband had died thirteen years ago, in October, at New 
Orleans after a yAr’s illness in a hospital. She also said, 
as you may recall, that she had seen Tobias a year prior 
to her husband’s death. This .would been fourteen 

years ag<j—just the. time Ada was adopted by Tobias. I 
thought there might be some cqpnection between Mann¬ 
heim and the crimes, and I even toyed with the idea that 
Sproot was Mannheim, and that a dirty thread of black¬ 
mail* ran through the situation. So I decided to invest!- ( 
gate. ’ My mysterious trip last week was to New Orleans; 
and there I had no difficulty in learning the truth. By 
broking up tBe death records for October thirteen years 
ago, I discoveAd that ftfannheim had been in an asylum 
for the criminally insane for a year preceding his death. 
And from the police I ascertained something of his 
record. Adolph Mannheim—Ada’s father—was, it seems, 
a famous German criminal and murderer, who had been 
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sentenced to <feath, but had escaped from the peniten¬ 
tiary at Stuttgart and come to America. I have«a sus¬ 
picion that the departed Tobies was. in some way, mixed 
up in that escape. But whether or not I wrong him, the 
fact remains *that Ada's father was homicidal and a 
professional criminal. And therem lies the explanatory 
background of her actions. . : ." 

"You meat, she was crazy like herald man?" asked 
Heath. ' «• 

" No, Sergeant. I merely mean that the potentialities 
of criminality had been handed down to her in her blood. 
When the motive for the crimes become powerful, her 
inherited instincts asserted themselves." 

"But mere money/’ put in Markham, "seems hardly 
a strong enough motive to inspire such atrocities' as hers." 

"It wasn't money alone that inspired her. The real 
motive t/ent much deeper.' Indeed, it was perhaps the 
most powerful of human motives—a strange, terrible 
combination of hate and love and jealousy’ and a desire 
for freedom. To begin with, she was the Cinderella in 
that abnormal Greene family, looked down upon, treated 
like a servant, made to spend her time caring for a nag- 
png invalid, and forced—as Sibella put it—to earn her 
livelihood. Can you not see hqy for fourteen years brood¬ 
ing over this treatment, nourishing her resentment, 
absorbing the poison about her, and coming at length to 
despise everyone in that household ? ' That alone would 
have ’been enough to awaken her congenital instincts. 
One almost wonders that she did not break forth long 
before. But another equally potent element entered the 
situation. She fell in love with Von Blon—a natural 
thing for a girl in her position to do—&nd then learned 
that Sibella had won his affections. Sue either knew or 
strongly suspected that they were married; and her 
normal hatred of her sister was augmented by a vicious 
and eroding jealousy. . . . 

"Now, Ada was the only member of thfa family wbo, 
according to the terms of old Cobias’S will, was not 
compelled to live on the estate in event of marriage; 
and in this fact she saw a chance to snatch all the things 
she craved and at the same time to rid herself of the 
persons against whom her whole passionate nature cried 
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out in deadly hatred. She calculated flb gpt rid dt the 
famity, inherit the Greene milieus, and set her cap for 
Von Blon. There was vengeance, too, as a motivating 
factor in all this; but I’m inclined to think the amatory 
phase of the affair was the prim’ry actuating force in the 
series of horrors sljp later perpetrated. It gave her 
strength and courage; It lifted her into that ecstatic 
realm where eflpything seemed possible^and where she- 
was wiying torpay any price for the desired end* And 
there is one point I rdight recall parenthetically—you 
remember that Barton, the younger maid, told us how 
Ada sometftnes acted like a devil and used vile language. 
That fact should have given me a hint; bu£ who 
could have taken Barton seriously at that stage of the 
game ? * . . 

“To traee the origin of her diabolical scheme we must 
first consider the locked library. Alone in the house, 
bored, resentful, tied *lown—it was inevitable that this 
per^ertedly*romantic child should play Pandora. She had 
every opportunity of securing the key and having a 
duplicate made; and so the library became her retreat, 
her escape from the gruelling, monotonous routine of her 
existence. There she ran across those books on crimin- 
-ology. They appealed to her, not only as a vicious outlet 
for her smouldering, repressed hatred, but because they 
struck a responsive chord in her tainted nature. Event¬ 
ually she came* upon Gross’s great manual, and thus 
found tbr entire technique of crime laid out before her, 
with diagrams and examples—not a handbook for exam¬ 
ining magistrate 0 ., but a guicfe for a potential murderer 1 
Slowly the idea of her gory orgy took shape. At first per¬ 
haps she only ipagined, as a beans of self-gratification, 
the application of this technique of murder to those she 
hated. But after a time, no doubt, the conception be¬ 
came real. She saw its practical possibilities; and th^ 
terrible plot was formulated. She created this horror, 
•and then, with her diseased imagination, she came to 
. believe in it.* Her plausible stories to ub, her superb act¬ 
ing, her clever deceptions—all were part of this horrible 
fantasy she had engendered. That book of Grimms* 
'Fairy Tales*I—I should have understood. Y* see, it 
wasn't histrionism altogether on her part; it was a kind of 
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demdniac pogse&ion. She lived her dre£n. Many young 
girls are like that under tfee stress of ambition and hatred. 
Constance Kent completely a deceived the whole of 
Scotland Yard into believing in hervinnocence." 

Vance smoked a moment thoughtfully. 

"It’s curious how we instinctively close our eyes to 
the truth when history is filled with substantiating 
-examples of tlfce very thing we are contemplating. The 
annali oft crime contain numerous instan~.es of ^girls in 
Ada's position who have been gtiilty of atrocious* crimes. 
Besides the famous case of Constance Kent, there were, 
for example, Marie Boyer, and Madeleine Smith, 
and Crete Beyer.* 1 wonder if we’d have suspected 
them-” 

"Keep to the present, Vance," interposed Markham 
impatiently. "You say Ada took ull her ddeas from 
Gross. But Gross's handbook Is written in German. 
How did you know she spoke German well enough 

p »* • 4 

"That Sunday when I went to the house with Van 
I inquired of Ada if Sibclla spoke German. I put my 
questions in such a way that she could not answer without 
telling me whether or not she, too, knew German well. 
Incidentally, I wanted hpr to think that I suspected- 
Sibella, so that she would nof hasten matters until I 
returned from New Orleans. I knew that as long 
as Sibella was in Atlantic City she • was safe from 
Ada." • 

"But what I want to know,” put in Heath, "is how 
she killed Rex when she v/as sitting in Mr. Markham’s 
office." * 

"Let us take things ih order, Sergeant,” answered 
Vance. "Julia was killed first because she was the 
manager of the establishment. With her out of the way, 

. Ada would have a free hand. And, another thing, -the 
death of Julia at the start fitted best into the scheme she 
had outlined; it gave her the most plausible* setting for® 
staging the attempted murder on terself. «Ada had un- 

* An account of the cases of Madeleine Smith and Constance Kent may be 
found In Edmund Lester Pearson’s “Murder at Smutty Nose”; and a record of 
Mary Bover's case is included in H. B. Irving's *\A Book of Remarkable 
Criminals.” Crete Beyer was the last woman to be publicly executed la 
Austria. 
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doubtedly heard lome mention of Chesters yvolverfand 
after ahe had secured it she waited for the opportunity 
to stnke the first blow. Tl^ propitious circumstances fell 
on the night of November 8th; and at half-past eleven, 
when the house was asleep, she knocked on Julia’s door. 
She was admitted, jnd doubtless sat oft the edge of 
Julia's bed telling some atory to explain her late visit. 
Then she dre\^jtoe gun from under her pressing-gown 
and sho£ Julia^hrough the heart. Back in her ®wrt bed¬ 
room, with the lights t>n, she stood before the large 
mirror of the dressing-table, and, holding the gun in her 
right hand* placed it against her left shoulder-blade 
at an oblique angle. The mirror and the lights were 
essential, for she could thus see exactly where to point 
the muAle of the revolver. All this occupied the three- 
minute intejval between the shots. Then she pulled the 
trigger-" 

‘‘But a girl shooting herself as a fake!” objected 
Heafti. "If ain’t natural." 

“ But Ada wasn’t natural. Sergeant. None of the plot 
was natural. That was why I was so anxious to look up 
her family history. But as to shooting herself; that was 
quite logical when one considers her true character. And, 
as a matter of faf t, there was little or no danger attaching 
to it. The gun was on a Ukir-trigger, and no pressure was 
needed to discharge it. A slight flesh wound was the 
worst she had tc^fear. Moreover, history is full of cases 
of self-mqfilation where the object to be gained was 
far smaller than what Ada was after. Gross is full of 
them. ..." • 

He tifek up Volume I of the "Handbuch fur Unter- 
suchungsnchter.” which lay on* the table beside him, and 
opened it at a marked page. 

".Listen to this, Sergeant. I’ll translate the passage 
roughly as I read: 'It is not uncommon to find people* 
'who inflict wounds upon themselves; such are, besides 
persons pretending to be the* victims of assaults with 
.deadly weapons, tho§e who try to extort damages or 
blackmailers. Thus it often happens that, after an in¬ 
significant scuffle, one of the combatants shows wounds 
which he pretends to have received. It is characteristic 
of these voluntary mutilations that most frequently those 



a*o v * THE GBEEN&, MURDER CASE 

«vh<* perfonp them do not quite complete the operation, 
and that they are for thf most part people who manifest 
excessive piety, or lead a solitary life.'* . . . And surely, 
sergeant, you are familiar with the self-mutilation of 
soldiers to escape service. The most common method 
used by them* is to place their hand over the muzzle of 
the gun and blow their fingersojff/ „ 

Vance' close ( d the book. 

"And <Jon’t rorget that the girl was hopeless, desperate, 
and unhappy, with everything to win and nothing: to lose. 
She would probably have committed suicide if she had 
not worked out the plan of the murders. A superficial 
wound in the shoulder meant little to her in view of what 
she Vas to gain by it. And women have an almost 
infinite capacity for self-immolation. With ‘Ada, it 
was part of her abnormal condition*- No, Sergeant; the 
self-shooting was perfectly^ consistent in the circum¬ 
stances. ..." 4 

"But in the back!" Heath looked dtmbfoufided. 
“That’s what gets me. Whoever heard-?" 

"Just a moment." Vance took up Volume II of the 
"Handbuch" and opened it to a marked page. "Gross, 
for instance, has heard of many such cases—in fact, 
they're quite common on the Continent. And this 
record of them indubitably gavte Ada the idea for shoot¬ 
ing herself in the back. Here's a single paragraph culled 
from many pages of similar cases:' Thqt you should not 
be deceived by the seat of the wound is proved by the 
following two cases. In the Vienna Prater a man killed 
himself in the presence of several people by shooting him¬ 
self in the back of the head with a revolver. Without 
the testimony of several* witnesses nobody would have 
accepted the theory of suicide. A soldfer killed himself 
by a shot with his military rifle through the back,, by 
•fixing the rifle in a certain position and then lying down 
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over it. * Here auaifi the position of the wound seemed to 
exclude the theory of suicide.' "• • * 

"■Wait a minute 1 ” Heath Heaved himself forward 
and shook his cigar-at Vibce. "What about the gun? 
Sproot entered Ada's room right after the shot was 
fired, and there wasn’t no sign of a gun I ”, 

Vance, without anfwerjng, merely turped the pages of 
Gross's " Han clinch ” to where another marker oro traded, 
and began translating: 

‘"Early onS morning the authorities were Informed 
that the corpse of a murdered man had been found. At 
the spot jntlicated the body was discovered of a grain 
merchant, A. M., supposed to be a well-to-do man, face 
downward with a gunshot wonnd behind his ear. •The 
bullet, after passing through the brain, had lodged in the 
frontal bone above the left eye. The place where the 
corpse was*found was in the middle of a bridge over a 
deep stream. Just when th% inquiry was concluding and 
the aorpse was about to be removed for the post-mortem, 
the investigating officer observed quite by chance that on 
the decayed wooden parapet of the bridge, almost opposite 
to the spot where the corpse lay, there was a small but 
perfectly fresh dent which appeared to have been caused 
by a violent blqw on the upper edge of the parapet of a 
"hard and angular - object. He immediately suspected 
that the dent had some connection with the murder. 
Accordingly he determined to drag the bed of the stream 
below the brid^t, when almost immediately there was 
picked uj> a strong cord about fourteen feet long with a 
large stone at one end and at Jhe other a discharged pistol, 
the bawel of which fitted exactly the bullet extracted 
from the head of A. M. The <^se was thus evidently one 
of suicide. A.Af. had hung the stone over the parapet 
of the bridge and discharged the pistol behind his ear. 
The moment he fired he let go the pistol, which the weigh^ 

• “Dm m a n gteL durch dexx Sit* der Wunde niemak t&ucben lanen darf, 
•bewekan awei M 2 k. Im Wiener Prater batte skh ctn Mann in Gaganwart 
mehrerer Penonea getdtet, indam er aich xnit euiem Revolver in den Hint«£ 
kppf acbosa. Wfifen nicht Sfe Aussagen dcr Zeugcn vorgekgen, b*tta wohl 
kaum tanand an Selbatznard gegiaubt. Kin Soldat tflteta rich durch 
einen in dan Rttekca gehanden Schorr aua einem Militirgewehr, neber daaer 
ni>h enUpfbcbender Fudenmg skh gelcgt batte; auch bier ware am dam Sits 
dcr Wunda wobl haum auf Salbatmord gaacbloasen wcidan." — ML, U, 

P. ® 43 * 
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c of the stone dragged over the parapet the water ’ *..., 

Does that aJiswer your question. Sergeant ?" 

Heath stared at him \vith gaping eyes. f 

"You mean her gun went outa the window the same 
like that guy’s gun went over the bridge ?” 

"There can- be no doubt about it. There was no 
other place for.the gun to go The window, I leamcji 
from Sproot, was open a foot, and stood before 
> the vdngow i/hen she shot herself. Returning from 
, Julia’s room she attached a ccrd to the revolver with 
a weight of some kind on the other end, and hung the 
weight out of the window. When her hatuj released 
the weapon it was simply drawn over the sill and dis¬ 
appeared in the drift of soft snow on the balcony steps. 
And there is where the importance of the weather came 
in. Ada's plan needed an unusua^ amount of snow; 
and the night of November 8 th was ideal iSc her grisly 
purpose.** ‘ 

“My God, Vance!” Markham's tone was strained 
and unnatural. “This thing begins to sound more like 
a fantastic nightmare than a reality.” 

“Not only was it a reality, Markham,” said Vance 
gravely, "but it was an actual duplication of reality. 


• *'E» wurde zeitiich morgens dexu UR. die Meldun* von dcr Aufimdong 
ies 4 Eraicrdeten ’ ueberbracht. Au Ort und Stcife fand sicb der Lciehnam* 
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mit dner Schusswunde fainter dem reefaten Ofaro. Die Kugcl war ueber dem 
linken A age in Stinknocfaen sleeken geblieben, nachdem tie dai Gehim durch- 
drungen hatte. Die Funds telle der Ldcfae befand aich wtwa in der Mitte doer 
weber einen riemlich tiefen Fluss ftlhrenden Briicke. Am Scbiusia der Lokal- 
erbebungeC und als die Lekhe eben zur Obduktion fortgebracht-Venlen sollte, 
gel es dem UR. zufillig auf dass das (bdlzeme und wettergraue) Brllckenge- 
under an der Stelle, wo auf dera Baden der Leicfanam lag, eine kleine und 
tichtlich ganz frisebe BeschAdigung aufwies, so als ob man dort t$m oberen 
Rande) mit einein harten, kantigen KOtpct heftig angestossen ware. Der 
Gedanke, dass dieser Urastand mit »dem Morde in Zusammeuhang stehe, war 
nicht gut von der Hand zu weisen. Bin Kalin war b^d zur Stelle und am 
Brtickenjoche befestige; nun wurde vom Kahne aus (untcr der fraglichen Stella) 
der Flussgruud mit Recfaen an langen Stielen sorgfaltig abgesucht. Nach 
knrzer Arbeit kam wirklich etwas Seltsames zutage: eine etwa 4 m lange starke 
<£chnur, an deren emem Ende tin grosser Feldstein, an deren anderem Ende 
eine abfeschoesene Pistole befestigt war, in deren Lauf die sp&ter aus dem 


Kopfe des M. genommene Kugcl genau passte. Nun war die Sacbe klarer 
Sdbstmord; der Mann hatte sicb mit der aufgefundeoen Vofticbtung auf die* 
Briicke begeben, des Stein ueber das BrQckengdander gebangt und sicb die 
Kugel hinter dem reefaten Ofare ins Him gejagt. *Ais er getroflen war, lkas er 
die Pistole iniolge des durch den Stein bewirkten Zuget aus und dieae wurde 
von dem sefaweren Steine an der Sehaur ueber das GeUoder und in das Waster 


gezogea. Hierbd hatte die Pistole, als tie das GeUnder passiertf, beftig an 
dieses a n get chl t gen und die betrefleade Verietxung erzeugt."—/W., II, pp. 
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It had all been ^one before and duly reqprded in Gross'# 
treatise, with names, dates and details.” 

“Hell! No wonder we wouldn’t find the gun." Heath 
spoke with awed disgust. "And what about the foot¬ 
prints, Mr. Vance? I suppose she faked ’em all.” 

"Yes, Sergeant—with Gross’s minute instructions 
*md the footprint f&rgecies of many famous criminals 
to guide her, stafcrfaked them. As soon as it had stopped 
snowing that # night she slipped downslAirs, put* on a* 
pair of Chester's discarded goloshes, and walked to the 
front gate and back. Then she hid the goloshes in the 
library.". • 

Vance turned once more to Gross’s manual. 

"There’s everything here that one could poSsibly 
want t* know about the making and detection of foot¬ 
prints, an^—what is more to the point—about the 
manufacturing of footprints in shoes too largQ for one’s 
feet. Let me translate a short passage: 'The criminal 
may* intend to cast suspicion upon another person, 
especially if he foresees that suspicion may fall upon 
himself. In this case he produces clear footprints which, 
so to speak, leap to the eyes, by wearing shoes which 
differ essentially from his own. One may often in this 
.way, as has been proved by numerous experiments, 
produce footprints whioh deceive perfectly.’*. . . And 
here at the end of the paragraph, Gross refers specifically 
to goloshesf—fact which very likely gave Ada her 
inspiration to use Chester’s overshoes. She was 
shrewd Aough to profit by the suggestions *in this 
passage." . 

"An# she was shrewd enough to hoodwink all of us 
when we questioned her,” commented Markham bitterly. 

“True. BuP that was because she had a folie de 
grandeur, and lived the story. Moreover, it was all 
based on fact; its details were grounded in reality* 

• Die Abricht kann dahin gehen, den Verdacht von rich auf jeraand anderen 
«U wdizen, was giawen tlich da on Sinn hat y wenn dcr Taler schon im vocaus 
"annehmen durfte, dass rich der Verdacht auf ihn Icnkcn werde. In d iw.n i 
Fall© eneOft er riftht auffalkSde, deutliebe Spuren and zwar mit angeiorgenen 
Schuhen, die von den scinigcn rich weseutlich untefscheideo. Man kann , wie 
■ogeitdlt* Vertuche bewenen, in dieter Weise recht gute Spuren enaugen."— 
«•*. II, p«66 7 - 

t “Uebar Gummluebetschuhe und Galoscbcn t. Loock; Chpm. a. Phot, bei 
Knm. Fandiungen: Dutscldorf, II p. 36.”— Ibid., II, p. 668. 
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JEven the shuffling sound she said she teard in her room 
was an imaginative projection of the* actnal shuffling 
sound she made when "she walked in Chester’s *huge 
goloshes. Also, her own shuffling, no doubt, suggested 
to her how Mrs. Greene’s footsteps would have sounded 
had the old lady regained the use of her legs. And I 
imagine it was Ada's original purpose to cast a certairj 
amount .of suspicion on Mrs. Greeng <k ,from the very 
beginning. Bet Sibella’s attitude during that first inter¬ 
view caused her to change her tactios. As I* see it, 


view caused her to change her tactios. As t see it, 
Sibella was suspicious of little sister, and talked the 
situation over with Chester, who may also~ha#/q had mis¬ 
givings about Ada. You remember his sub-rosa chat 
with*Sibella when he went to summon her to the drawing¬ 
room. He was probably informing her that h« hadn't 
et made an accusation against Ad^ and was advising 
er to go easy until there was some specific proof. 
Sibella evidently agreed, anb refrained from any direct 
charge until Ada, in telling her grotesque faiiy-tale about 
the intruder, rather implied it was a woman's hand that 
had touched her in the dark. That was too much for 
Sibella, who thought Ada was referring to her; and she 
burst forth with her accusation, despite its seeming 
absurdity. The amazing thing about.it was that it 
happened to be the truth. She named the murderer* 
and stated a large part of the motive before any of us re¬ 
motely guessed the truth, even though she did back down 
and change her mind when the inconsistency of it was 
pointed out to her. And she really did s So Ada in 
Chester's room looking for^he revolver.” 

Markham nodded. 

"It’s astonishing. But after the accusation, when 
Ada knew that Sibella suspected her, why didn’t she 
kill Sibella next ? ” 


t “She was too canny. It would have tended to give 
weight to Sibella’s accusations. Oh, Ada played her 
hand perfectly.” 

“Go on with the story, sir,” urged Heath, intolerant? 
of these side issues. 

“Very well. Sergeant.” Vance shifted more com¬ 
fortably into his chair. “But first we must fevert to 
the weather; for the weather ran like a sinister motif 
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through all thr£ followed. The secoad ^night lfte* 
' '* ’ p death it was quite warm, §nd the snow had melted 
lerably. That was, the night chosen by Ada to 
retrieve the gun. A wound like hers rarely keeps one 
in bed over forty-eight hours; and Ada was well enough 
on Wednesday night to shp into a coaf, step out on 
4 fre balcony, and walk eiown the few *steps to where 
the gun lay HBfcten. She merely brought it back and 
took it to be<J with her—the last place *anyo#e Would 
have thought to look fdt it. Then she waited patiently 
for the snow to fall again—which it did the next night, 
stopping,* a* you may remember, about eleven o'clock. 
The stage was set.. The second act of the tragedy^ was 
about to begin. . . . 

" Ad^ rose quietly, put on her coat, and went down 
to the lib^uy. Getting into the goloshes, she again 
walked to the front gate ^nd back. Then ^he went 
directly upstairs so that her tracks would show on the 
marWe steps, and hid the goloshes temporarily in the 
linen-closet. That was the shuffling sound and the 
closing door that Rex heard a few minutes before 
Chester was shot. Ada, you recall, told us afterwards 
she had heard nothing: but when we repeated Rex’s 
.story to her site became frightened and conveniently 
remembered having heird a door close. My word! 
That was a ticklish moment for her. But she certainly 
carried it off vypll. And I can now understand her 
obvious relief when we showed her the pattern* of the 
footprints and let her think we believed the murderer 
came from outside. . . . Well, after she had removed 
the goldfehee and put them in the linen-closet, she took 
off her coat, donned a dressing-gown, and went to 
Chester's room—probably opened the door without 
knqcking, and went in with a friendly greeting. I 
picture her as sitting on the arm of Chester's chair, mi 
tdie edge of the desk, and then, in the midst of some 
trivial remark, drawing the revolver, placing it against 
his breast, a^d pnility the trigger before he had time to 
recover t m m his horrified astonishment. He moved in¬ 
stinct! vq}y, though, just as the weapon exploded— 
which would account for the diagonal course of the 
bullet. Then Ada returned quickly to her own room 
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-and" got in^p Ked. Thus was anocnef cnapter written 
in the Greene tragedy.* 

"Did it strike you as strange.” asked Markham, 
"that Von Blon was not at his office during the com¬ 
mission of either of the crimes?" 

"At first—^res. But, after alL there was nothing 
unusual in the- fact that a doctor should have beef 
t out at that time of night.” 

“It's easy enough to see how Ada gpt rid of Julia 
and Chester,” grumbled Heath: “But what sVops me 
is how she murdered Rex.” 

“Really, y’know, Sergeant,” returned Venice, "that 
tricl^of hers shouldn’t cause you any perplexity. I’ll 
never forgive myself for not having guessed it long 
ago—Ada certainly gave us enough clues to \<ork on. 
But, before I describe it to you, let»<ne recall a certain 
architectural detail of the (freene mansion. There is a 
Tudor fireplace, with carved wooden panels, in Ada's 
room, and another fireplace—a duplicate*of Adh’s— 
in Rex’s room; and these two fireplaces are back to 
back on the same wall. The Greene house, as you know, 
is very old, and at some time in the past—perhaps when 
the fireplaces were built—an aperture was made between 
the two rooms, running from one of ihtf panels in Ada's, 
mantel to the corresponding "panel in Rex’s mantel. 
This miniature tunnel is about six inches square—the 
exact size of the panels—and a little o\er two feet long, 
or the depth of the two mantels and the wa^l. It was 
originally used, I imagine, for private communication 
between the two rooms. But that point is immaterial. 
The fact remains that such a shaft exists—I verified it 
to-night on my way doi* n-town from the hospital. I 
might also add that the panel at either end of the shaft 
is on a spring hinge, so that when it is opened and released 
£it closes automatically, snapping back into place with¬ 
out giving any indication that it is anything more than a 

solid part of the woodwork-” u m 

"I get you!” exclaimed Heathy with tie excitement 
of satisfaction. “Rex was shot by the old man-killing 
safe idea: the burglar opens the safe door anfi gets a 
bullet in his head from a stationary gun.” 

"Exactly. And the same device has been used in 
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scores ol murders* in the early days out Wo«t an emflny 
would ^go to a rancher’s cabin during the tenant's ab¬ 
sence, hang a shot-guo fron»the ceiling over the door, and 
tie. one end of a string to the trigger and the other end 
to the latch. When the rancher returned—^perhaps days 
t later—his brains wou^l be blown out as he entered his 
dtbin; and the murderer Wfeuld, at the timfc, be in another 
part of the countff 

"SureTh(»sergeant's eyes sparkled. ” 1 Here*was 
a shooting like tlyit in Atlanta two years ago—Boscomb 
* was the name of the murdered man. And in Richmond. 
Va.-" 

"There have been many instances of it. Serg^nt. 
Gross quotes two famous Austrian cases, and also has 
something to say alx>ut this method in general.” 

Again he opened the "Handbuch." 

"On page 943 Gross remarks: ‘The latest American 
safety devices have nothing to do with the safe itself, 
and cah in fact l>e used with any receptacle. They act 
through chemicals or automatic firing devices, and their 
object is to make the presence of a human being who 
illegally opens the safe inqxissible on physical grounds. 
The judicial question would have to be decided whether 
one is legally entitled to^kill g burglar without further 
ado or damage his health. However, a burglar in Berlin 
in 1902 was shot through the forehead by a self-shooter 
attached to a safe in on exporting house. This style of 
sclf-shootenhas also been used by murderers. A mechanic 
G. Z», attached a pistol in a china-closct, fastening the 
trigger t«* the catch, ;ind thus shot his wife when he 
himself was in another city. R ; C., a merchant of Buda¬ 
pest, secured a revolver in a humidor belonging to his 
brother, which, when the lid was opened, fired and sent 
a bullet inio his brother’s abdomen. The explosion 
jerked the box from the table, and thus exposed the 
mechanism before the merchant had a chance to remove 
iff.’* . . . Iifboth these latter cases Gross gives a detailed 

• “Die neuoten amerikanUcben Scbuttvomcmungm uaueu tme** mat. ***** 
Kme aeibst niebto au tun und kOnnen eigentlich an jedem Bebiltwase 
bracht vrerdan. Sie bestchen aus chembeben Scbutjmitteln oder Seltet- 
tchtiasen, und woUen die Anwcaauhdt cinr* Menachen. der cen Schrank unbe- 
fuft geaffnet bat, aui sanJtaren odor *onst pbysischcn Or linden unm^Uch 
maeban. Aucb die juris tische Sdte der Frafe kt *u «w**en, da man den 



*7* ' THE GREECE MURDER CASE 

description oT the mechanisms employed. And it will 
interest you, Sergeant-v-in view of what I am atjout to 
tell you—to know that the revolver in the china-closet 
was held in place by a Stiefelknecht, or bootjack." 

He closed the volume, but held it in his lap. 

"There, unquestionably, is where Ada got the sug¬ 
gestion for Rex's murder. 9 Cie and Rex had probatyy ‘ 
discovered tlje hidden passage-way b*TtTeen their rooms 
yea/a ago. I imagine that as children—they wpre about 
the same age, don't y* know—they used it as a secret 
means of correspondence. This would account for the* 
name by which they both knew it—* our private mail- 
box^’ And, given this knowledge between Ada and Rex, 
the method of the murder becomes perfectly clear. 
To-night I found an old-fashioned bootjack In Ada's 
clothes-closet—probably taken frem Tobias's library. 
Its width, over-all, was jus^six inches, and it was a little 
less than two feet long—it fitted*perfectly into the com¬ 
municating cupboard. Ada, following Gross’s diagram, 
pressed the handle of the gun tightly between the tapering 
claws of the bootjack, which would have held it 'ike a 
vice; then tied a string to the trigger, and attached 
the other end to the inside of Rex's panel, so that when 
the panel was opened wige the revolve!?, being on a hair 
trigger, would discharge straight along the shaft and 
inevitably kill anyone looking into the opening. When 
Rex fell with a bullet in his forehead «the panel flapped 
back into place on its spring hinge; and a gecond later 
there was no visible evidence whatever pointing to the 
origin of the shot. And htere we also have th^ explana¬ 
tion for Rex’s calm expression of unawareness. When 
Ada returned with us * from the District Attorney's 
office, she went directly to her room, removed the gun 




darf. Nichtsdestoweniger wtxrde in Jihre 2902 tin Einbrucher in Berlin dutch 
expea solcben Selbstocfaus* in die Stirae g etoetet, der an die Panzertuere etaflr 
Ka am bedcatiat war. Darartif* SalbstachueaM warden Mick, n Harden ver- 
wendet; der Mechamker G. Z. steUte dnan Revolver in cfoer Kredenx a®, 
verband den Druecker mit der Tuere dutch ema Schnnr ufid tnchom auf ditto 
Art seise Frau, wmehrond «r tatsaechlicb von tefacin Womorte abweseod war. 
K. C. ein Budapeater Kaufmans befestlgte in eisem. te to a m Bruder geboerigen 
Cigarrenkaatan, aina Pistole, die beim Oeflnan dcs Deckels seinen Cruder dutch 
einen Unter Mbsachuss toetbeh varietxta. Der Rueckschlag war! die Kista 
von Jhrtm Staadort, sodass der Moerdenuechan tama ux Tare tr*L aha R. C. 
denaalbea bet Sdte achatlen koente.”— Ibid., II, p. 945. 
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and the bootjac^, hid them in her clc§et^ and came* 
down # to the drawing-room to report the foot-tracks on 
her carpet—foot-tracks ate herself had made before 
living the house. It was just before she came down¬ 
stairs, by the way, that she stole the morphine and 
strychnine from Von Blon‘s»case." • 

But, my God, Vnncffl" said Markham. “Suppose 
her mechaniszA*lH failed to work. She would have been 
in for it a then.’« 

“I hardly tnink so. *If, by any remote chance, the 
trap had not operated or Rex had recovered, she could 
easily have* put the blame on someone else. She had 
merely to say she had secreted the diagram in the chute 
and that this other person had prepared the trap later on. 
There Wbuld have been no proof of her having set the gun.” 

“What about that diagram, sir?” asked Heath. 

For answer Vance agaii^ook up the secoqp volume 
of Gross and, opening it, extended it towards us. On the 
right-hand page wero a number of curious line-drawings. 

“There are the three stones, and the parrot, and 
the heart, and even your arrow. Sergeant. They’re 
all criminal graphic symbols; and Ada simply utilized 
them in her description. The story of her finding the 
paper in the hall was a pure # fabrication, but she knew 
it would pique our curidsity. The truth is, I suspected 
the paper of being faked by someone, for it evidently 
contained the signs of several types of criminal, and the 
symbols wgre meaninglessly jumbled. I rather imagined 
it yas a false clue deliberately placed in the hall for us 
to fwd-2-like the footprints; but I certainly didn't 
suspect Ada of having made up the tale. Now, however, 
as I look back the episodi it strikes me as deuced 
queer that she shoiWdn’t have brought so apparently 
significant a paper to the office. Her failure to do so 
was'neither logical nor reasonable; and I ought to havet 
been suspicious But—my word!—what was one illogical 
item more V>r less in such a nUlange of inconsistencies ? 
•As it happened, her £ecoy worked beautifully, and gave 
her the opportunity to telephone Rex to look into the 
chute. But it didn't really matter. If the scheme had 
fallen through that morning, it would have been success¬ 
ful later on. Ada was highly persevering.'' 
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'•You thydythen,” put in Markham^"that Rex really 
heard the shot in Adalp room that first night, and con¬ 
fided in her?” » 

“Undoubtedly. That part of her story was t^pe 
. enough. I'm inclined to think that Rex heard the shot 
and had a viguc idea Mrs. Greene had fired it. Being 
rather close to his mother temjJbramentally, he said notjrr 
ing. Later he voiced his suspicions to S8&; and that con¬ 
fession gave her the idea for killing him-r-or, rather, for 
perfecting the technique she had already decided on; for 
Rex would have been shot through the secret cupboard in 
any event. But Ada now saw a way of establishing a per¬ 
fect alibi for the occasion; although even her idea of 
being actually with the police when the shot was fired was 
not original. In Gross's chapter on alibis there‘is much 
suggestive material along that line.’"** 

Heath,?ucked his teeth vipnderingly. 

“I’m glad I don’t run across‘many of her kind,” he 
remarked. • 

"She was her father’s daughter," said Vance. “But 
too much credit should not be given to her, Sergeant. 
She had a printed and diagrammed guide for everything. 
There was little for her to do but follow instructions and 
keep her head. And as for Rex’s muftlcr, don’t forget 
that, although she was actually in Mr. Markham’s office 
at the time of the shooting, she personally engineered the 
entire coup. Think back. She refused to. let either you or 
Mr. Markham come to the house, and insisted upon 
visiting the office. Once there, she told her story .and 
suggested that Rex be summoned immediately. % She even 
went so far as to plead with us to call him by 'phone. 
Then, when we had complied, she quickly informed us 
of the mysterious diagram, and offered to tell Rex exactly 
where she had hidden it, so he could bring it with him. 
And we sat there calmly, listening to her send Rex to 
his death! Her actions at the Stock Exchange should 
have given me a hint; but I confess I was‘particularly 
blind that morning. She was in a (jtate ofuhigh nervous- 
excitement; and when she broke down and sobbed on 
Mr. Markham's desk after he had told her of Re»'s death, 
her tears were quite real—only, they were not for Rex; 
they were the reaction from that hour of terrific tension." 
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" I begin to understand why no one up^affs Ijeard the 
shot,'b said Markham. “The reviver detonating in the 
wall as it were, would hSve been almost completely 
nnrffled. But why should Sproot have heard it so dis¬ 
tinctly downstairs ? ’’ 

You remember tljsre r ,was a fireplace in the living- 
robm directly hgry^ith Ada's—Chester once told us it was 
rarely lighted because it wouldn’t draw properly—and 
Sproot \*as in tfte butler’# pantry just beyond. The sound 
of the report went downward through the flue and, as a 
“Vesult, wag heard plainly on the lowei^floor.” 

"You saia a minute ago, Mr. Vance,” argued Heath, 
"that Rex maybe suspected the old lady. They «vhy 
should he have accused Von Blon the way he did that day 
he had a fit > ’’ ## 

"The acAisation primarily I think, was a sort of 
instinctive effort to drive tHeidea of Mrs. GreAe’s guilt 
from owij,mu*d. jrfiei., again, as Von Blon explained, 
Rex was frightened aftecyou had questioned him.about 
the revolver, and wanted to divert suspicion from him¬ 
self.” 

"Get on with the story of Ada’s plot, Vance.” This 
time it was Maijvham who was impatient. 

I "The rest seems‘pretty obvious, don't y’ know. It 
was unquestionably Ada who was listening at the library 
door the afternoon we were there. She realized we had 
found the books^md goloshes; and she had to think fast. 
So, when came out, she told us the dramatic j'am of 
having seen her mother walking, which was sheer moon¬ 
shine. She had run across those books on paralysis, d’ 
ye see, and they had suggest er^ to her the possibility of 
focusing suspicidh on Mrs. Greene—the chief object of 
berate. It is probaBly true, as Von Blon said, that the 
twopooks do not deal with actual hysterical paralysis, 
and somnambulism, but they no doubt contain references 
to these types of paralysis. I rather think Ada had in¬ 
tended all along to kill the old lady last and have it appear 
as the suicid£ of th#murdcrer. But the proposed ex¬ 
amination by Oppenheimer changed all that. She 
learned Of the examination when she heard Von Blon 
apprise Mrs. Greene of it on his morning visit; and, 
having told us of that mythical midnight promenade, 
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' she coujtin'f delay matters any longer. • The old lady had 
to die— before QppenhAmer arrived. And half as hour 
later Ada took the morphin£ She feared to give Mrs. 
Greene the strychnine at once lest it appear sus¬ 
picious. . . .V , 

" That’s wh«ye those books«on poisons come in, isn't 
it, Mr. Vance?" interjected Heath. U'iVhen Ada hS .S 
decided to ust poison on some of the family, she got all 
the dope she needed on the subject outa*the library.” 

"Precisely. She herself took just enough morphine to 
render her unconscious—probably about ,tyo grains? 
And to make sure she would get immediate assistance she 
devfced the simple trick of having Sibella's dog appear to 
give the alarm. Incidentally, this trick cast suspicion on 
Sibella. After Ada had swallowed the morphine, she 
merely waited until she b$gan to feel drowsy, pulled the 
bell-cord? caught the tassef jo tfce dog’s teeth, and lay 
back. She counterfeited a good -* hej illness; but 
Drumm couldn’t have detected J: „r malingering even if he 
had been as great a doctor as he wanted us to believe; for 
the symptoms for all doses of morphine taken by mouth 
are practically the same during the first half-hour. And, 
once she was on her feet, she had only to watch for an 
opportunity of giving the strychnine'to Mrs. Greene... 

"It all seems too cold-blooded to be real,” murmured 
Markham. 

"And yet there has been any numfier of precedents 
for Ada’s actions. Do you recall the mass r mnrders of 
those three nurses, Madame Jegado, Frau Zwanzig'ger, 
and Vrouw Van der Linden ? And there was Mrs. Belle 
Gunness, the female Bluebeard; and Amelia Elizabeth 
Dyer, the Reading baby-farmer: anil Mrs. Pdarcey. 
Cold-blooded? Yes! But in Ada’s case there‘wac 
passion, too. I’m inclined to believe that it takes a 
particularly hot flame—a fire at white beat, in fact—to 
carry the human heart through such a pethsemane. 
However that may be, Ada watched for her chance to 
poison Mrs. Greene, and found it feat night. The nurse 
went to the third floor to prepare for bed between eleven 
and eleven-thirty; and during that half-hour Ada visited 
her mother’s room. Whether she suggested the citato- 
carbonate or Mis. Greens herself asked lor it, we’ll never 
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know. Probably |be former, for Ada ha 4 a|pwi gifen 
it to ^er at night. When the aurse came downstairs 
again Ada was already baek in bed, apparently asleep, 
ami Mrs. Greene was on the verge of her first—and, let 
us hope, her only—convulsion." 

" Do remuss’s post-mortem import muse nave given her a 
fttoific shock,” comnftntffcd Markham. 

"It did. It uj#ftt all her calculations. Imagine her 
feelings ^hen vg: informed her that Mrs. Greene soulgn't 
have walked I £&e backed out of the danger nicely, 
though. The detail of the Oriental shawl, however, 
nearly entdnf led her. But even that jfcint she turned t 6 
her own advantage by using it as a clue against Sibell^." 

"How do you account for Mrs. Mannheim's actions 
during ftiat interview?" asked Markham. "You re¬ 
member hezdsaying *it might have been she whom Ada 
Jaw in the hall." 

A cloud came^ivw Vance’s face. 

"I flKnk.’^he said'Sh^lv, "that Frau Mannheim began 
to suspect her little Ada*at that point. She knekr the 
terrible history of the girl’s father, and perhaps had 
lived in fear of some criminal outcropping in the child." 

There was a scenes for several moments. Each of us 
was busy with his*own thoughtj. Then Vance continued: 

" After Mrs. Greene's death, only Sibella stood between 
&tta and her blazing goal; and it was Sibella herself who 
gave her the idea for a supposedly safe way to commit 
the final mqfder. Weeks ago, on a ride Van and I took 
ffitl^the two girls and Von Blon, Sibella’s venomous 
pique ledger to make a foolish remark about ru nni n g 
me’s victim over a precipice in a machine; and it no 
loubt .appealed £3 Ada’s sense* of the fitness of things 
jlufafiibella should thus suggest the means of her own 
9 xSe. I wouldn’t be at all surprised if Ada intended, 
if ter having killed her sister, to say that Sibella had tried 
» murder her, but that she had suspected the other’s 
purpose and* jumped from the car in time to save her¬ 
self; and thatsSibella^bad miscalculated the car’s speed 
uxd been carried over the precipice. The fact that Von 
Blon anfrVan and I had heard Sibella speculate on just 
iuch a method of murder would have given weight to 
Ada's story. And what a neat ending it would have 
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m£.de—-SilrillR, the murderer, dead; tire case closed; Ada, 
the irflJeritor of the Greene millions, free to do # as she 
chose! And—'pon my sou?, Markham!—it came Very 
near succeeding." , ». 

Vance signed, and reached for the decanter. After 
refilling our glasses, he settfed^bac^k and smoked moodily h 

"I wonder Tiow long this'terrible plfpt had been#In 
preparation.„ We’ll never know. Maybe years. There 
was net haste in Ada’s preparations. Everything was 
worked out carefully; and sfie let circumstances—or, 
j-ather, opportunjty—guide her. Once she had secured 
the revolver, it was only a question oi waitirfg for a chance 
whgn She could make the footprints and be sure the gun 
would sink out of sight in the snow-drift on thg balcony 
steps. Yes, the most essential condition of her scheme 
was the snow. . . . Amazin’l” " l 


There is little more to add "co this record. The truth 
was not given out, and the case was “shelved." The 
following year Tobias’s will was upset by the Supreme 
Court in Equity—that is, the twenty-five-year domi¬ 
ciliary clause was abrogate^ in view of all that had 
happened at the house; and Sibella came into the entire 
Greene fortune. How much Markham had to do with 
the decis\pn, through his influence witL the Administra¬ 
tion fudge who rendered it, I don’t know; and naturally 
I have never asked. But the old Greene mansion wa®, as 
you remember, torn down shortly afterward#* and the 
estate sold to a realty corporation. 

Mrs. Mannheim, broken-hearted over Ada’s odeath, 
claimed her inheritance—which Sibella genq^ ydy 
doubled—and returned to Germany to seek what cohilvjt 
she might among the nieces and nephews with whom, 
according to Chester, she was constantly corresponding. 
Sproot went back to England. He told Vance before 
departing that he had long planned a cottage retreat in 
Surrey where he could loaf and invite his soul. I picture 
him now, sitting in an ivied porch overlooking Kew 
Gardens, reading his beloved Martial. 

Doctor and Mrs. Von Blon, immediately after the 
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court's decision r^ating to the will fc sailed {p%thl RivTera 
and spent a year’s belated honejjpaoon there, ^hey are 
now wttled in Vienna, where the doctctf has become a 
Docent at the University—his father’s Alma Mater. He 
is, I understand, making quite a name for himself in the 
field of neurology. 

^)ne domestic item fha^be appended. Several .months 
ago a friend oAlfllb, returning from Vienna, brcrtight me 
the newj that £ibclla had given birth to zr son and^eir. 
The fact, 1 admit, strudk me as somewhat incongruous. 
■Lt is difficult for me to picture Sibclla in the r 61 e of mother. 
But, as onfe #f our leading sociologists recently assured u 5 , 
the modern girl harbours beneath her callous and highly 
sophisticated exterior an intense, age-old matemafism. 
"Indeed*," added this eminent sociologist, "the modern 
girls make tfce best mothers.” Let ns sincerely hope that 
Sibella will confirm his geiypvus optimism. 
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